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Summary: If he wasn't welcome here then he wouldn't come back; he had 
someone who understood and that someone didn't have to be human. With 
the firmest nod he could muster. Hiccup turned his back on his old 
home and made his way into the woods. (Twisted version of the 
movie) /Please R&R!/ 


1. Poor, Poor, Hiccup 

In retrospect, cutting the Night Fury loose had not been a good idea. 
But on the same note, one could argue that nothing Hiccup did was 
ever a good idea. 

Once again the boy had forgotten at the most important of moments how 
his life hung from such a thin and delicate thread as he pulled the 
old dagger from his coat and crouched at the side of the dragon. The 
one he had shot down just hours before and had searched for with the 
full intention of tearing its heart from its body and carrying the 
treasure proudly back for his father and the whole village to 
see . 

Finally to prove that he was worth more than the talking fish-bone he 
was constantly compared to. 

But it had all been a cruel illusion. Suddenly his whole life of 
striving to become _someone_ was tossed into an endless pit. It 
seemed as though this had been the god's chance for him to make 
something of himself. Their way of saying, 'We're sorry you're such a 
loser; here's a one-in-a-lif e-time shot at life.' And he, being the 
person he was, had blown it. 

Over what? Feeling sorry for the beast. As Hiccup had raised the 
weapon into the air, he had made one critical mistake which was 
opening his eyes a fraction on the terms of curiosity in the reaction 
of his first victim. He had seen the dragon's own piercing eyes, 
staring back at him; accepting it's fate with a sad yet fierce 



dignity. It had made him realize that he was about to actually _end a 
life_. That he was practically stripping freedom from the Night Fury 
and if the deed was done it would never fly free again. No matter how 
much fear seized the village when its name was called, he felt truly 
miserable for grounding it like this. 

He just couldn't do it. Didn't have it in him. 

That was when he began to cut the ropes. Suddenly, it was his one and 
only mission in life. Buta€lhe was still frightened. It looked so 
weak and had barely moved since he had gotten here, surely he could 
cut it loose and leave safely? 

It was his only hope as the last bind fell limp and he teetered back 
unsteadily, ready to run. 

But obviously not ready enough. 

Within seconds, two enormous black clawed paws slammed into the 
human's chest and pinned the small body to a nearby boulder. Hiccup 
didn't even have time to yell before he was once again staring into 
the dragon's eyes, only they were now triumphant and deadly. Now they 
held the power to doom its captor. 

Heart pounding like a drum. Hiccup gasped for breath, unaware of his 
bodies' wild and fearful convulsions. It was obvious that he was 
going to pay for his actions; for not killing the thing. He was going 
to die right here and now, there was no doubt in his flickering 
mind . 

The pressure of the dragon's paws was lifted from his chest as it 
slowly reared up on two powerful back legs, mouth opening for what 
could be the death blowa€ 1 

a€ 1 But something else happened instead. Not something much better 
than the alternative, but as the boy curled into a fetal position, he 
took a last glance up at the Night Fury. 

It was horrifying to say the least when he saw one of those paws 
coming down straight for his face. He couldn't do anything about it, 
though. He didn't even get to squeak before the world lurched and 
swirled around him, turning the colors of the forest as black as the 
pelt of the dragon. 

Hiccup slipped into a deep state of unconsciousness ; completely 
unaware of anything that happened next. 


2 . Trapped 

Stoking the fire for the 7th time, Stoick the Vast waited patiently 
for his son to get home. 

Normally he would be waiting so that he could yell at or scold the 
boy to his own heart's content for running off when he had 
specifically told him to go home and stay there, but the Chief had 
too many other things on his mind when it came to Hiccup at the 
moment . 


HiccupaClOh, Hiccup. His head practically throbbed when he thought of 



his little disaster. Yes, he did love his son, but sometimes he 
wondered why the gods had chosen to give him the excuse for a viking. 
Maybea€ 1 it had all been a joke to them. A good laugh to keep the mood 
light . 

Either that or Hiccup was some kind of punishment from them for a 
past wronging left undone. That certainly seemed more believable. 

He lifted his eyes to the ceiling at the memory of what he was truly 
waiting to tell the boy. It was going to excite him, for sure. 

He had agreed with Gobber to let him go into dragon training while he 
was away, searching for the dragon nest. It had been difficult to 
even make Stoick agree, but eventually the other had made too many 
good points and he had been forced to think about Hiccup's future and 
how training would prepare him for ita€l unless it killed him, of 
course . 

No, no thinking about that. 

Giving the fire another experimental prod, he sighed deeply. It 
really was getting late; where was his son? He'd give it another hour 
or two before leaving for the docks. 

When that hour passed uneventfully, Stoick, who had grown rather 
irritated, stood and glared at the front door, muttering a quiet, 
"Finea€ 1 " If Hiccup didn't want to go to dragon training, it was fine 
with him. The boy could spend all night outside in that deadly cold 
for all he cared. 

And, with that pleasant mind-set, he grabbed his basket and marched 
out of the house. 

He hoped Hiccup would realize what he'd missed out on. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Pain. Numbing, groggy pain.<p> 

It was the only thing Hiccup could register at first as he began to 
come to. He felt sluggish and could barely move his arms or legs. His 
head felt like someone had taken a knife and was slowly digging into 
the side of it. 

Then, he jolted and his eyes flew open as memories suddenly flooded 
into his head. The dragon, cutting it free, being attackeda€ 1 then 
what? Better yet, why was he still alive? 

He stared, wide-eyed, up at the sky. Everything was soa€l quiet. Like 
it all hadn't happened. Had he been dreaming? Had he died? 

Wind blew gently at the side of his face, a few branches rustled 
peacefully in the distance, and the chirping of a small bird echoed 
nearby. Something had to be wrong. He knew he really should get up 
and figure out what was going on, but he felt so sore, so tired, and 
so weak. 

Relaxing a bit, he reached up with a leaded arm and brushed the side 
of his head, wincing as his fingers ran over a swollen bump. Well, 
that meant that it hadn't been a dream, and he couldn't be dead. 



either. Maybe the dragon didn't like scrawny humans for 
breakfast . 

In spite of his pain, he gave a short, huffy laugh. 

However, the laugh jerked silent as a sudden growl filled his ears, 
vibrating through his body all the way down to his feet. His blood 
went cold and his limbs stiffened again. That sound had to belong 
toa€ 1 a dragon . 

He wondered if he dared move as a wave of hot breath washed over him. 
If it was that close, then what would be the point? Would it be worth 
it to make a break for it just to be eaten, or just lay here 
hopelessly? Was the thing even intending to eat him? Wouldn't it have 
had to already if it had wanted to? 

Pulling a shred of bravery from the little he had at the moment. 
Hiccup drew his head back and carefully turned to look. 

The Night Fury. Laying right there in full glory, teeth bared 
slightly, and face close. It could have stopped the boy's heart if 
the two had not come into such close encounters earlier. Yet, he 
could not help but feel horribly curious. He had to be the first to 
ever witness this beast. Every myth and tale surrounding this dragon 
was full of wonder and mystery. He had grown up listening to such 
stories and even from a young age he had longed to learn more. Hiccup 
had always hated not knowing things . Perhaps that was why he had 
always been such a handful . 

His mouth opened and closed several times, but he just couldn't bring 
himself to say anything, no matter how senseless, and for a few 
minutes the viking and the dragon just stared at each other. Both 
making no move for the longest of time. 

Slowly, the Night Fury's hackles lay flat and its teeth vanished 
before it stood and made a deep throaty noise. 

"H-helloa€l" Hiccup's voice was very small and his greeting was only 
answered by an annoyed snarl as it shuffled around the small human 
carefully, as if it was disgusted in him and afraid of catching some 
kind of deadly disease. 

More hot breath blew over him as it continued its awkward game of 
stepping stones around him. 

After a few more moments of this. Hiccup realized that he was feeling 
much better. Part of that was the fact that he was oddly 
feelinga€ 1 safer now. A part of him told himself that enough time had 
passed that he should know that the dragon was not going to devour 
him, but another part argued the opposite. 

Moving in such a way not to startled, he placed both hands in the 
soft dirt on both sides of himself and pushed up, lifting his upper 
torso off of the ground. His head briefly spun again and he wondered 
if he had acquired a small concussion. It sure felt like it. 

He moaned, but his voice was drowned out by another throaty noise 
from the Night Fury, who leaned in near to him again, eyes narrowed. 
It almost seemed as though it was trying to talk to him. Or thought 
it was talking to him. 



Nervous, Hiccup tried to stand up, but was thrown down again when the 
creature's head connected with his own, "Owa€ 1 He rubbed at the 
swollen spot and stared up, then swallowed hard. 

The look on its face had changed. Very dark and smug. And in that 
instant, words seemed to form from its rumbles. 

'_You're not going anywherea€ 1 

Hiccup just hoped that his Father would come to realize how much help 
he needed. 


3 . Dragon Words 

_Hey, guys! I want to thank you all for all the reviews and 
encouragement. Since Christmas and visiting family is around the 
corner, I decided to make an extra long chapter. Of course, since it 
worked out so well and story will be building, future chapter may be 
just as long or longer. Next update might be in a little while, 
though ._ 

_Anyway, Merry Christmas !_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>A day. A whole day had Hiccup been lying on the ground on his 
back, wishing in vain for some kind of deliverance from his dragon 
captor . <p> 

By this point the boy had gotten over his wonder in the beast and had 
started to grow annoyed and restless. It had taken to lying directly 
beside him, always seeming to have one of its poisonous eyes on him. 
He no longer felt fearful for his life, although the prospect of 
being smacked around loomed in his mind. It seemed as though as long 
as he stayed still (for the most part) he wasn't going to be bothered 
with. But it was the hardest thing, he was sure, that he had ever had 
to do in his life. He had always found it hard to stay in one 
place . 

Everyone had always told him that he needed to relax. Take a rest. Of 
course, most of these comments came from people of the village who 
were sick of his impatient, curious behavior and were more thinking 
along the lines of tying him to a mast for a few days with a 
blindfold and a gag. Thank Thor, during Hiccup's worst timed moments, 
Stoick usually spoke up before a riot could start and the imagery 
became a reality. 

Thoughts vaguely flittering in and out of his head, he began to pry 
the bark off of a nearby stick, purely out of boredom. His fingers 
had always had the hardest time of all staying still. 

A slight ache still was centered on his head, but part of it now was 
his own hunger. Hiccup didn't usually eat much, but what he did 
sustained him for many hours. He winced as his stomach protested 
loudly over the unfairness of the situation. 


The Night Fury lifted its head to stare at him. It looked as though 
it was debating something as it started to stand and stretch. 



Hiccup watched hopefully. Maybe it would leave and let him be so he 
could go home and make up some excuse for why he had been missing. He 
knew that at least Gobber would question. The other kids might, but 
it would probably be more of a mockery than an honest question. It 
could only be expected. 

"Are-are you leaving?" He was losing his mind, talking to a dragon. 
Then again, speaking to most people in the village could be 
considered just as pointless when it came to him. 

It huffed, shaking its wide head thoughtfully before its enormous 
wings slowly started to spread, blotting out Hiccup's view of the 
sky. Excitement built up within him as he realized that it WAS 
leaving . 

In a powerful gust of wind that pinned him momentarily to the ground, 
the dragon flew like a bullet across the forest and out of view. It 
was the most heavenly sight he had ever witnessed. He was 
free . 

"Bye!" A cheerful call went up after it as Hiccup, for the first time 
in the whole day, made to stand up. 

Only, it didn't work. He gasped and buckled as a sharp pain suddenly 
shot up through his left leg, blinding him for a moment as he once 
again lay limply on the forest floor. After a short time, he groaned, 
sitting up carefully as to not put any weight on his aching appendage 
and felt gingerly over it. Was ita€l broken? Or just sprained? 

A sudden swell of misery filled him as he thought of trying to make 
it back home like this. Moving at such a slow, painful pace would 
surely draw attention from more dangerous animals of the forest. He'd 
be killed before he even made it home. Yet another hope flushed down 
the drain. 

And now what? 

He swallowed back some tears as a much more helpless feeling filled 
his heart. The only source of protection, the Night Fury, had left 
him and now he was completely vulnerable to the harsh surroundings of 
the outdoors. He was alone and no one knew where he was. Would they 
even care? How should he know. 

What a day. It had been all over the place and had ended like this. 

It reminded him of other stories he had heard of adventures that came 
out badly. Those stories had used to startled him or even make him 
mad. He had used to write alternative endings to those stories just 
to calm himself. 

Even though this had been barely an adventure there would be no 
re-writing the ending. It was inevitable. 

•:k ^ ^ 

><p>"Well done, Astrid! Keep that up, and there'll be no doubt in my 
mind who's this week's winner. "<p> 

Panting heavily, but proudly, the girl lifted her head to give the 
speaker, Gobber, a confident smirk. She still clutched the trusty axe 



that had won the round in both of her hands and the unfortunate 
Gronckle was limping back to its cage, not wanting anything more to 
do with the Viking girl today. 

By far, Astrid Hofferson was out passing the other students who were 
beginning to slowly return to their positions in front of Gobber from 
wherever they had fallen or hidden during ring time with the 
dragon . 

The burly trainer moved past them, waving a hand vaguely in their 
direction, "Head on home now, but don't forget to come to the Great 
Hall tonight for dinnera€ 1 " 

It took a moment of watching him leave the arena before all of the 
trainees had caught their breath. 

"Did you see how long I lasted?" Snotlout was the first to speak, "If 
the sun hadn't got in my eyes. I'll bet I could have made it to the 
end . " 

Tuffnut laughed, "Yeah, right! If my sis hadn't distracted 


"Distracted you?" Ruffnut growled, "How 'bout I give you some more 
distractions?!" Apparently she hadn't expelled enough energy while 
tumbling with her twin during ring time, because she leapt right onto 
him again, starting the fight all over again. No one dared try and 
break them up. It was pointless and dangerous. 

"What now?" Fishlegs turned hopefully to the others. The husky boy 
practically depended on everyone else to think up some 
entertainment . 

Astrid wasn't at all interested and began to walk off. Snotlout 
quickly cut her off, standing directly between her and her exit, "So, 
Astrida€ 1 did you think about my offer?" 

She grimaced, "About working out in your parent's basement?" She 
couldn't believe that he was still trying. 

"Well, yeah, buta€ 1 " He leaned forward a bit, giving a quick wink, 

"We could do _other _stuff if you wanted toa€ 1 " 

She wanted to barf. And slap him. But she managed to keep her temper 
under control, "I'd rather eat dragon dung." With that, she left the 
arena, hearing the stunned silence that followed. 

It served him right. He was a proud idiot without any clue as to how 
anyone's feelings but his own worked, nor did he ever seem to care. 
There was no way she would ever be attracted to a brute and that was 
that . 

She made her way back into the village and headed towards home, 
thinking about how proud her parents would be of her when they came 
back. Especially her mother. It almost made her smile. Almost. 

A sharp 'clang' re-directed her attention from the house to the 
Blacksmith shop. Gobber 's large frame was easy to spot inside. In his 
hands was a magnificent double-edged sword, tip gleaming from the 
rays of the mid-afternoon sun. He looked happy enough, but she 



noticed that something wasa€loff. His eyes were deep in helpless 
thought, as if musing over an unanswerable question and his movements 
were slower and less deliberate. 


She knew what was wrong. It was the reason why the birds were 
chirping, why the houses were standing, and why there was not one 
fire in sight: Hiccup was nowhere to be found. 

The village pest had completely vanished only a day ago and while he 
had been known for leaving for hours at a time; never whole days. It 
was completely unlike him. He was usually seen following her and the 
other kids from a distance, working in the shop, or just being a 
nuisance. Whenever he did leave he almost always was back to eat at 
least before heading out again. This time was different. No one had 
seen head or tails of him for nearly two days. 

Some people were thanking the gods, while others, like herself and 
Gobber, were wondering where he'd gone off to. And if he'd ever come 
back . 

Although, there was one good thing that accompanied his 
disappearance. According to Gobber, the boy would have been in 
training with the rest of them for some bizarre reason she couldn't 
comprehend. That would have surely been a disaster and would have 
probably slowed her down. 

So, it was better in a way that he was gone. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup had been in that clearing for a few more hours now, 
succumbing to sleep and the comfort that was brought with it. 

Although he had been scared (terrified, actually) , it was just too 
easy to become drowsy when one was lying on a bed of soft grass, in 
the middle of a pleasant afternoon, when the sun's light warmed him, 
but didn't cause him to feel hot . <p> 

Unpleasantly enough, he startled awake as a thunderous sound filled 
his ears. His wide eyes took no time in darting around, searching for 
the source of the racket only to see- 

The Night Fury? 

He was both amazed and confused as it landed only a distance away and 
stared at him calmly. Had it known that his leg was hurt? Was that 
why it had felt comfortable with leaving him? He had to give it 
mental credit for cleverness, but he was still a little irritated and 
wary . 

It began to step towards him, its hulking figure towering above his 
own as he cringed and tried to slide himself backwards. His back 
pressed up against a tree and he felt that helpless feeling return. 
Now he was cornered. 

He jumped as the dragon's throat gave a hack and started shaking, its 
head now directly over him. Its eyes rolled back into its head and 
with a sudden burst of saliva, a half-eaten fish carcass landed 
smack-dab into his lap with a delightful 'squelching' sound to 
boot . 



It tipped itself back until it was leaning all its weight onto its 
haunches and stared at him sternly. 


At first. Hiccup was without a clue of what it wanted. He sat there 
awkwardly, busying himself by glancing about his surroundings, but a 
snort pulled his attention back to the beast. As if demonstrating, it 
pretended to swallow something and then looked directly at the slimy 
fish, then back to him. 

It would take a complete moron not to understand what it wanted. As 
hungry as he was, the boy had little to no interest in eaten this 
disgusting offering. Spit dripped off the sides and seeped into his 
clothes. The fish's hollow eyes stared at him and its mouth hung wide 
open . 

"N-no thanksa€ 1 " He set it on the ground beside himself and wiped his 
hand off on his tunic. 

That did not appear to be the right answer. The Night Fury snarled 
and walked closer, shoving the fish back onto his lap, then sitting 
back with an even sterner glare. 

Again, he pushed it off, "I'm not hungry, honest! Y-you can have it, 
if you want." His body tensed as, for the second time, words seemed 
to form from the dragon's rumbles. 

'_You will eat it.'_ 

He stared right into its eyes as an odd realization hit him, 
"F-finea€l" He carefully lifted the mangled meal and hesitantly took 
a bite. Chewing, chewing, nearly hurling, and then swallowing. His 
stomach rejoiced, but his mouth hated him. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"<em>Daddy ! "<em> 

_Stoick, amidst the terror and horror of a vicious dragon raid, 
stopped dead mid-kill. It couldn't bea€ 1 He searched around wildly, 
but he didn't need to go far. His son, the nimblest 7 year-old in the 
village, was running towards him, arms spread out._ 

_The Chief was only shocked for a moment before regaining his senses 
and snatching up the little bundle with one hand, "What in Thor's 
name are you doing outside?!" He practically hollered, brandishing 
his sword at an approaching Monstrous Nightmare, who back-tracked and 
went for a less intimidating man._ 

_Hiccup barely seemed to notice any of what was going on. In fact, a 
small smile was lighting his face, "There was a dragon in the house. 
Daddy ! 

_Stoick gasped and shouted to another man, "Hold my place!" It was 
all he needed to say as he headed back towards his house. Hiccup 
still in hand. Preparing for the worst, he slammed open the door and 
grabbed an enormous axe off of the wall, ready to wallop off the head 
of any beast that dare take a step into his home._ 

_But instead, a Terrible Terror gave a shriek of dismay and tried to 
hide, only ending up cornering itself. _ 



_He sighed and gave a sharp glare to his beaming son, "Son, that 
Terror would never hurt you. It's afraid of its own shadow !"_ 

"_I know!" Hiccup squirmed until his father let him down before 
running eagerly towards the scared little dragon, "I wanna keep it as 
a pet! Can I, Daddy? "_ 

"_Certainly not ! " He seemed angered by the very idea and scowled down 
disapprovingly, "Hiccup, we do not keep dragons as pets. We kill 
them . "_ 

"_Oha€ 1 " The little boy glanced sadly up, sensing his father's 
disappointment, "Sorry. 

_Stoick was about to scold him further, but Hiccup suddenly turned to 
the Terrible Terror and from his son's mouth came a series of 
squeaks, hisses and pops. The dragon returned the sounds more 
professionally, keeping its snaky eyes on the Chief. _ 

_It was as if his heart had stopped in his chest. As if the world had 
stopped turning. As if Valhalla had stopped accepting 
Vikings ._ 

_Stoick did not need to question what had happened; he knew and it 
took him a second to register. Only another second for his anger to 
boil over._ 

"_HICCUP." The booming voice practically made the little figure fall 
over, but one of his arms were caught by his furious father, "What 
were you doing. Hiccup? ! 

_Hiccup's mouth moved for a second, but made no noise. Only after a 
small shake was he able to form words, "I-I was j-just talking t-to 
it ! 


_There it was. Out of his own son's mouth. The cursed language of 
Dragonese, said to be sent as a punishment upon an individual by the 
gods. As if Hiccup wasn't bad enough. _ 

"_We do NOT speak to dragons, son." His voice took a low and 
dangerous note. The Terror barely had time to think before the axe 
came down upon its head and killed it instantly, "We KILL them. 
Understand? 

_Hiccup, beside himself with fright and tears, nodded quickly as he 
shivered ._ 


4 . Two Eyes 

_Huge thanks to those who stuck around! I know I haven't updated in a 
bit, but I'm going to try and get this thing on the road again. This 
story, for some reason, has become my most followed, favorite, and 
reviewed story I've ever written and I'd like to thank those who have 
encouraged me so far._ 

_Anyway, updates may be slower, but hopefully never this slow 
again ._ 



><p>Amidst the oddness of the entire situation. Hiccup was surprised 
at how fast he had adapted to it . <p> 

He was still wary, and wasn't at all comfortable with the Night Fury 
if it tried to get anywhere near him. But part of the reason why he 
was so accepting was because the dragon somehow knew how nervous he 
was. Or seemed to. 

For the remainder of the day, it had wandered about the clearing, 
staying an acceptable distance from the human and keeping itself 
entertained. Once in a while when Hiccup tried to get some rest, he 
would notice it trying to near him. All he needed to do was raise his 
head and it would stalk off again. 

The forest had begun to take on a dimmer, golden shade as the sun 
slowly set. It was peaceful. It almost made Hiccup forget how bad 
things were for him right now. 

'_Are you tired? 

He startled as the voice passed his way. By this point he understood 
and remembered why he could understand it, but he didn't want to. He 
kept his head turned away from it, feeling a little resentful and not 
wishing for it to know that he could hear what it was 
saying . 

Instead, he sat up again. The action wasn't resisted, so he assumed 
that the dragon had better knowledge of how impossible it would be 
for him to escape. He sighed and propped his head up against his 
fists. He wasn't tired; just bored. Well, on the bright side he 
hadn't caused any destruction for the last twenty to thirty hours, so 
that was a new record. But he had managed to be captured by a Night 
Fury and injure his leg. 

A splintering sound caught his attention and he twisted himself 
around to see the dragon lugging a huge branch towards the center of 
the clearing. What was it going to do, start a fire? 

It turned and gave him a smug look to which Hiccup only frowned and 
crossed his arms. 

'_What can I call you, human? '_ 

The dragon call _him _something? What was he to it, a pet? Great, 
just great. 

'_I'll call you Meagher. '_ 

His eyes widened. He turned and stared right back at it, _"My name's 
Hiccup ! 

This provoked quite the reaction. The dragon nearly toppled over, 
losing all grace and dignity it had had and crouched down. This only 
lasted a second, for it then sat back up and watched him carefully. 
The huge, oval-like pupils twisted back into half slits. 

'_So the human can speak to mea€ 1 ' _A snort; then a groan-like laugh, 
_'His name is Hiccup?'_ 



"_Yes, it is and I like my name ! "_ Hiccup snapped, some boldness 
unexpectedly refreshing him. Even a dragon laughed at his name. How 
could he sink any further? "_And what's your name, then?"_ 

It stopped its chuckling and stared into the trees, _'I do not harbor 
a name. My scent is enough to distinguish me.' _A low hiss followed, 
_'I have no name and do not wish to have one. '_ 

Hiccup watched, fascinated. Soa€ 1 that had been interesting. He had 
just carried out a full conversation (and argument) with a dragon. It 
was going to have happened one way or another, he supposed. Keeping 
things to himself had never been his thing, plus he hadn't been about 
to let himself be called 'Meagher'. As if Hiccup wasn't bad 
enough . 

'_When did the human learn to speak my tongue?' _The Night Fury 
nuzzled the branch with its nose, snapping him into much more 
depressing thought. 

Hazel eyes slowly turned to the forest floor. What in the name of 
Thor was he doing? Betraying his clan, that was what. He had just 
spoken with a dragon, knowing full well what he was doing. What in 
the world would his father think of him? He cringed, only being able 
to imagine. 

But along with the thought of his father came a lump in his throat. 

He wanted to go home. It didn't matter if he was picked on, yelled 
at, or was again the laughing-stock of the village; he just wanted to 
cross the threshold of his home and take a deep breath. 

He let his head droop and did not answer the question, heart too 
heavy with his own. No more words reached his ears. 

A thick silence followed. One that seemed like an eternity to the 
boy, who let his lids flutter shut and tried to sleep in the awkward 
position. Or at least grow drowsy. Something; anything to distract 
himself. It was easier to drift off this time; the water bubbling 
quietly and the trees rustling against one another at the 
unpredictable gusts of wind. Everything began to melt away into 
darkness, just like when he'd been knocked out. 

However, was slowly pulled out of his short rest when he heard a 
strange sound. 

The dragon was pulling the branch along the ground now, creating wide 
and curving lines in the soft earth. He sat up a little straighter, 
straining to see what the purpose of this was. Over and over again, 
the loops joined each other as more were added until an enormous 
canvas of random shapes were lay out near him. It wasa€ 1 almost 
beautiful in a way. Hiccup wondered if it meant anything. 

The Night Fury briefly looked at him, toothless gums gripping its 
tool. Hiccup tried to look into its eyes; tried not to be afraid, but 
he just couldn't hold the gaze. 

Then he remembered that he had brought along his own sketch book. In 
haste, he reached around inside of his tunic and carefully pulled it 
out. To his disappointment, the charcoal pencil was missing, leaving 
the book utterly useless. 



A part of him was desperate to create something too, just like the 
beast had done. To make something beautiful out of nothing. 


He felt around the area nearby and found a small stick. After lifting 
it he found that it seemed sturdy despite its size. A wave of 
accomplishment washed over him. 

The end of the stick tapped the ground in front of Hiccup gently as 
the young Viking pondered on what to draw. His eyes couldn't help but 
wander to the dragon, branch still clamped in its mouth as it looked 
over its masterpiece in pride. 

_*Scritch, scritch* _Unlike the majesty of the branch as it had made 
a deep rumble, gliding over the face of the earth, the stick 
scratched and caught in the thin layer it was able to penetrate. 
Crudely, the picture in its holder's mind began to form. 

Hiccup had always drawn a lot. Sometimes it was the only thing he 
could do back in the village on stormy nights. While most preferred 
to sharpen their weapons or wrestle, he had always sat cross-legged 
on his bed with pencil at hand, eager to create his own world around 
him . 

It was much different this time, but it was somehow more captivating. 
For a few minutes, as he drew, the world around him vanished and he 
was a care-free little kid again. He didn't have to worry about his 
size, strength, being teasedaC 1 or about staying away from dragons. It 
was just him. 

Two pointy ears, a wide mouth, large eyes, and then wings. He had 
drawn the Night Fury. 

He slowly leaned back and stared at it, a small smile twitching at 
his lips. It wasn't half bad for the circumstances being. It actually 
resembled thea€ 1 thea€ 1 

Uh-oh. He scanned the ground around him. Where was the dragon? It had 
been right there. How long had he been drawing? Who knows. 

As his heart raced, he suddenly became aware of the shadow looming 
over him. He had thought it was a tree, but could it be something 
else? He gulped nervously and turned as best he could. 

Yep, it was right behind him. 

Fearful, a whine rose in his throat as he tried to drag himself away 
from it. The dragon merely backed away, sensing the unwillingness and 
instead circled around him to inspect the drawing. Hiccup's jaw 
clenched tight as its great head lowered close and sniffed at it. In 
the same motion, one of its paws took a step, accidentally pressing 
into the side. 

"_H-hey ! " _Hiccup couldn't help but speak up, one arm pathetically 
swiping in the air in the direction of the smudged art. He had worked 
so hard on it. 

Its head sharply jerked up to look at him, and then it eyed the 
offending paw and gently lifted it off. It didn't look like it had 
done much damage. He was about to give a relieved sigh when the 



dragon yet again dropped his weight on it. 


"_Stop!" _He gasped, pulling his arm back. 

The process was repeated again, and again. It was testing him. It was 
almost infuriating to the boy, who felt helpless as he continuously 
tried to tell it to 'cut it out.' 

No kind of relief could have been compared when the paw swung around 
and dropped on a clear patch of ground. Grateful, he sighed, leaned 
forward and began to touch up the smudged piece. When he pulled back 
he saw, with a little shock that the dragon had leaned in closer to 
him while he had been so focused. 

He visibly winced at the piercing eyes, and it drew back again. The 
too familiar time of strangely awkward silence seemed inevitable and 
all Hiccup wanted was to slide away from it. But then, black lids 
slid over acid green orbs and tall ears laid flat against the scaly 
head as it lowered itself and moved forward again, stopping only two 
feet away from the boy. 

All he could do was stare. All day spent with this creature, every 
time it had neared him and he had recoiled; had it been trying to 
earn his trust? Had he been thinking about this thing from the 
completely wrong perspective? Here it was; the king of the dragon 
species, with its head bowed. Eyes closed and purposefully unknowing 
of what he was going to do to it. It had all happened so 
fast . 

Something stirred and then surged within him. He had a chance, here. 
To do what, he had no idea. But this was important, and he understood 
what risks this was taking for both himself and the dragon. His right 
arm hesitantly lifted off from the ground and then moved towards the 
dragon's wide snout. Only inches away, he paused once more, before 
pressing his palm onto the warm skin. 

A connection. 


5 . What we must do 

It was a difficult job, being chief. You had to settle disputes, give 
logical orders at the drop of a hat, and all the while keep everyone 
as alive as possible. Although safety was never the first thing on 
the minds of the barbarian men or woman and injuries were as common 
as waves crashing against cliffs, it was still important not to 
obtain anything that could knock a good warrior out of the ranks for 
good . 

That was why it was so hard for Stoick to order the ships, filled to 
the brim with Berkian warriors and friends alike, into the wall of 
thick fog that held the unknown. 

It was the only thing that separated them from the dragon nest; what 
their ancestors had been searching for since the first raid had taken 
place. So many vessels had disappeared into the fog, never to return. 
Was it all worth it? 

In the traditional, hard-headed Viking mind-set: Yes, yes it was. If 
they found the nest and destroyed it, their problems, along with 



their future generation's problems, would be over. No more blood 
would be shed at the talons of a heartless beast. No more would 
anyone starve because too much food had been stolen and there wasn't 
enough to go around. 

Never again would they all have to live in a state of paranoid 
fear . 

Those closest to the side of the ship tensed as they were driven into 
the enveloping cloud and subconsciously gripped their weapons a 
little tighter. Past this point visual would be low, leaving them to 
rely mostly on sound. 

"I want absolute silencea€l" Stoick growled warningly; in his 
experience he knew the importance of it. If even a few of his men 
decided to ignore what he said and start speaking, it could cost them 
all their lives. 

Dragons had a way of knowing these things and liked to strike at the 
most inopportune times. 

A dreadful silence fell over the crew, the only sound being the 
gentle splash of water as it lapped at the hull. Crooked rock 
formations that towered above them appeared very suddenly and slowly 
passed, adding to the uneasiness. Would they be able to tell the 
difference between a curved rock and a curved dragon's back? 

All the while, the chief found his mind wandering, strangely enough, 
back to home. Back to Hiccup. He wondered when his son had come home 
after he'd left. If he'd been disappointed that he hadn't been able 
to see his father off, or even if Gobber would surprise the lad and 
tell him that his father had decided to put him into training. 

Maybe Gobber would say nothing and Hiccup would spend the week in the 
storage house, 'protecting' it. Sharp steel, stored food, flints, and 
lots of time to himself a€ 1 what could possibly go wrong? 

He grunted, only being able to imagine what that boy could think up. 
The frustrating part was that Hiccup always seemed to think that he 
was doing the right thing even when it was obvious to everyone else 
that he wasn't. There had been so much potential when the lad had 
been only a baby. When had it all changed? 

"DRAGON! " 

A startled yell sliced through the silence, alerting everyone as the 
form of the large reptile appeared over the ship, the air in its 
wings blowing at the sails and making a thunderous sound. Buzzing 
filled the air; it was not alone. 

As Stoick pulled his sword from the buckle on his waist, its mouth 
opened and fire poured out like liquid onto the deck of the ship. He 
saw several of the men, too stunned with terror to react to the 
sudden attack and to move out of the way of the fire. 

The chief barreled forward, finding his voice, _"Everyone get 
back ! " 



><p>"<em>Not so bad the fifth time, now is it?"<em> 

Hiccup looked up from the cod he had just deliberately taken a bite 
of. Despite the fish's slimy flesh tingling in his mouth, he managed 
a smile as he swallowed, "_Not as bad as the first few times, I 
guess . 

A grumble of satisfaction followed the black dragon who lowered 
himself to the ground nearby, having already eaten, "_I told 
you . 

The warm. Summer air blew over the two as they lounged in the grass. 
It was the kind of weather that made ones lid's heavy, but in a very 
good way. The sun was starting to set, pushing in the last bit of 
heat it could muster before it would disappear. 

The boy stretched and set down the fish_, "I think I'm done. Thanks 
for catching it . 

"_As long as you're sure . "_A pink tongue carefully pulled the 
half-eaten carcass into the Night Fury's mouth. He chewed, watching 
Hiccup thoughtfully, _"But you really should eat more, you're 
underweight for a youngling. 

"_Right . Well, I've always been like this so I doubt eating a little 
extra would help now." _He sighed, remembering times when he had been 
younger; eating more than usual in vague hopes of gaining a little 
weight. All in vain, of course. His body seemed cursed to remain the 
form of a twig forever 

He brightened when the dragon did little but laugh. Ever since he had 
accepted the invitation of friendship he had discovered that he felt 
freer to bea€ 1 himself . He wasn't constantly being judged, or looked 
down on. His ideas were patiently listened to, and a certain pressure 
that usually pushed in on his chest or in his gut wasa€ 1 lifted . 

The only problem he still harbored was the ankle he was still unable 
to stand on. It felt strange, not being able to move very much. The 
legs that were so used to climbing, running, and crawling were 
reduced to stiffly inching back and forth for days on end. 

Hiccup had lost track of exactly how long he'd been here, but he 
guessed nearly a week. It wasn't good that it looked like the injury 
still wasn't healing. In fact, the red and the swelling had slowly 
increased . 

Not good at all. 

A sudden slimy sensation dawning on the side of his face carried him 
back to reality, "Ugh! What th-" 

"_You're filthy. 

"Echa€ 1 " Hiccup didn't need to ask what had just graced his skin. The 
dragon's own bumpy tongue flicked out again and dragged across his 
cheek, leaving a not pleasant, but not entirely unpleasant sensation, 
_"Hold on a minute!" _He pushed the black muzzle away, _"When did I 
ever say that you could do this?"_ 


The Night Eury ' s eyes held an amount of mischief and amusement that 



the boy swore had not been there a moment ago, "_When did you ever 
say I couldn't? I cannot allow you to remain so dirty as long as I'm 
watching over you . 

He gasped as he was suddenly overwhelmed by the dragon, which leapt 
over him, so that the sun was blotted out of view, and began to lick 
at his face more earnestly. Despite the situation. Hiccup couldn't 
help but feel a small chuckle rising in his throat. He wanted to be 
utterly disgusted, but something about the texture of the large 
tongue continuously moving up and down around his neck and chin began 
to tickle him. 

"_Alright, cut it out ! I said cut it ou- N-no ! " _Much to his horror, 
once his face was dubbed acceptable, the clean-up was moved down to 
his chest and stomach. He could barely make words out as a new pitch 
of giddy laughter shook him and filled the air,_ "Not there! Not 
there, oh gosh, stop!" _ 

A deep noise above told him that the dragon was laughing at him. He 
tried desperately to squirm away, realizing that words were doing him 
no good (he might as well have been urging it on) , but a paw batted 
him back to where he'd started. There was no escaping this 
sentence . 

So there he lay, gasping, pushing and yelling for all he was worth. 
Tears began to form and dripped down his face and his sides began to 
ache but still it continued. It would have counted as torture in 
Hiccup's mind if this had not been done to him for so long; vague 
memories of when other things had been good enough to make him laugh 
this hard and long blurred with his current thoughts. 

Then, as swiftly as it had started, it stopped. 

Pain jarred through his injured ankle as he subconsciously reached up 
to kick at his tormentor. What would have been another burst of 
laughter twisted into a cry of anguish and immediately the dragon 
leapt back, looking over him with surprise. 

He gasped, trying to catch his breath while fighting with the fresh 
waves of pain. The tears which had been rolling down his face turned 
suddenly bitter instead of joyful. Why now? He had been having so 
much fun for once and it had all come crashing down. 

"_You're still hurta€ 1 

The dragon's calculated voice pulled him a little from his panic and 
he squinted in his blurry vision over at the wide head, which was 
slightly bowed. He swallowed and nodded, blinking rapidly. 

"_And it's not getting any bettera€ 1 

"_I-I don't kn-knowa€ 1 " _He was starting to feel sick to his stomach. 
When had he ever felt like this? He had assumed that his ankle would 
be quite numb by now. It had been slightly hurting before he had 
drifted off to sleep last night, but he had guessed that it was 
because it was stiff. Nothing like this. 

He very carefully pulled his legs closer to himself and stayed there 
for a small time, trying to keep his mind off of the worst. He was 
hardly aware of the Night Fury's eyes watching over him, narrowing in 



disbelief and deep thought. The beast slowly lowered himself to the 
ground and set his head on his paws. 


As far as Hiccup was concerned, when he had calmed himself, his eyes 
had only closed a moment. However, when they opened again the gentle 
light had vanished, and the cool night air had swept in along with 
the calmness of the dark. 

A slight glow brought his attention to his side, where he found his 
friend's eyes still open; still watching over him. 

An unsettled pause followed as they stared at one another. 

The dragon's voice broke through_, "We have to do something about 
your injury. 

"_Yeaha€ 1 He frowned, "_What do you guys do? I mean, if you get 
hurt . 

"_It depends. If it is something as serious as a leg injurya€l"_ 

The way the sentence was left off made his insides churn, "_What 
happens ? 

"_Well, the most merciful thing to do in dragon culture is to put 
them to rest . 

"_Wait a minute, what exactly is that supposed to mean?"_ 

The Night Fury stood, "_We kill them so that they don't have to 
suffer . 

"_Oh . Surely it didn't mean thata€ 1 "_What are you going to do to 
me?"_ 

"_I don't want to hurt youa€ 1 but I don't want you to suffer. The only 
way for you to heal is for you to go back to your village. His 
expression turned cold as he gazed vaguely in the direction of 
Hiccup ' s home . 

Back to his village? Was this implying that he could go home? Or the 
opposite? He fidgeted with some grass, eyes on the ground. 

"_You must return to me . 

His head bobbed up, "_Return?"_ 

"_I'ma€lI'm going to let you go to your village tonight. You must fix 
yourself with human methods before returning to me. Understand?" 
_Teeth bore menacingly, turning the words into a threat. 

Hiccup nodded, watching nervously as what he thought was his friend 
snarled down at him, _"I understand." _ 

"_I will accompany you to the village's edge, but I can go no 
further. Now, try to stand." _The gaze softened, _"I will help 
you . 

Painstakingly slowly, the boy began to try and pull himself off of 
the ground, whole body aching with protest as he tried to put his 



weight on his good leg. He waved an arm, trying to keep his balance 
as he stood straighten. 


But there was a warm body sliding beside him, holding him up. An 
encouraging glance was all it took to warm Hiccup's heart towards his 
friend again. 

"_0k, soa€ 1 He glanced up at the rocks gathered around the 
clearing, _"How are we going to do this again? I mean, I'm not sure I 
could climb up thesea€ 1 

"_Hma€ 1 " _Both examined the area, searching for a solution, but 
nothing seemed reasonable, "_I think I know what we have to 
do . 

"_What?"_ 

A reluctant grumble_, "Get on my back."_ 

"_What? ! 

"_I said get on my back."_ 

"_Erma€ 1 He stared at the wide, scaly back beside him, unsure as to 
how to do this_, "Just let me, uha€ 1 

The front legs of the dragon folded underneath him and he knelt down, 
_"Just get on, close to my neck preferably . 

With a little difficulty and a lot of help. Hiccup swung his good leg 
around and slid it over the back and onto the other side. He sat 
down, realizing how little he must weigh to his friend. There was 
nothing but muscle taking up the neck and shoulders that easily 
lifted once the rider had boarded. 

"_I want you to hold onto my neck. That way you won't fall 
off . 

Oh, right. That whole 'falling off' part. He leaned forward and 
wrapped his arms around the neck and squeezed his eyes shut, _"0k, 

I ' m ready . 

Silence warped around him as the humongous wings unfolded and 
engulfed him, before jetting down harshly and pushing both boy and 
dragon off of the ground. 

A hole in Hiccup's heart spoke up as the wind whipped around his 
face . 

'You're going home!' 


6. Realization 

_Thanks for being patient, guys! Hope you enjoy this chapter, though 
I feel like it's not my best. Anyway, I want to thank all of you for 
the massive amount of follows and favorites and reviews. I almost 
have 100 follows on this thing and the most follows I have ever 
gotten on a story before this one was 20. It really encourages 
me ._ 



Peaceful nights on Berk, free of any dragon attacks, was what 
reminded you of what you fought for in the first place. 

Smoke from smoldering fires lazily drifted from the homes they came 
from and curled around neighboring huts before floating off to dance 
with the darkness. A certain hush had fallen upon the village; one 
that you just couldn't get when most of the warriors, now 
accompanying their chief to find the nest, were around. Sheep bleated 
their sorrows to one another distantly. 

Hiccup couldn't believe that he was looking over it all again. He 
leaned on a sturdy stick that the dragon had spotted and given to him 
on the way here; the one who had let him be here in the first place 
and made him give his word that he would come back. Somewhere inside, 
he'd known that he would stand here again. 

But it was just so difficult to even imagine returning to the woods. 
Even if they had become less of a prison, this was his home. 

His heart leapt in his chest as he re-imagined sitting on the 
dragon's back as it had flown over the trees, the speed of which now 
kept his hair stiffly blown back, keeping his bangs for once out of 
his eyes. His skin still tingled from the wind and his eyes were a 
bit sore, but some-how it felt good. 

There was no use stalling the inevitable any further. He had to get 
himself fixed up and this was his only chance . 

"Wella€lhere we go." 

He made his way down the hill, eyes searching the area and locating 
the blacksmith shop. Sliding past a few of the buildings on the 
outskirts, he was able to silently slip inside and come face to face 
with his usual place of work. Why did it seem so long since he'd been 
here? It must have only been a week and a half, give or take. Maybe 
the radical life-style change had made it seem so much longer. 

He took a brief look around outside; the coast was clear. He just had 
to be as quiet as possible while he worked. Not like Vikings were 
light sleepers, but just to be sure. 

So Hiccup started out on his work, becoming immediately absorbed in 
every moment he spent inside the little shack, hands moving with a 
constant objective that came with the years of experience he'd gained 
as apprentice to Gobber. The fire he'd re-started warmed him, but 
once in a while became unbearably hot when he approached it to heat 
up and soften a chunk of metal. 

Back and forth, twist and push, lift and pound. A strangely 
hypnotizing rhythm helped him set his thoughts straight. 

'_I still won't be able to walk very well after I make this brace. It 
could be months before I take a step on my owna€l_ ' 

Being such a simple task, he was finished within the hour and looked 
over his work with only some pride. He'd created and helped create 
far more impressive things, after all. 


A simple stretch of wood measuring a foot and a half with three cords 



of metal spaced a few inches apart. They twisted around and clamped 
onto the wood, forming a half-moon shape. A suitable brace for his 
skill level. 

Carefully, he leaned against the wall and, after taking off his shoe, 
pulled it over his foot and up his leg as far as it could go without 
getting stuck. His ankle throbbed again upon being so firmly moved, 
but the new security now somehow lessened the pain. 

He stood straight and shifted a portion of his weight onto it and 
found, to his satisfaction, that it hurt considerably less than it 
would have had without the contraption. Success. 

Grabbing his trusty stick again, he made to leave, but stopped. His 
eyes, now accustom to the light, had met the dark outdoors. The tall 
trees towering above and somewhere within them; that dragon. The 
questionable friend who trusted him to return. 

He looked back to the warm and familiar surroundings and sighed, "I 
guess it wouldn't hurt to stay a little longeraCl?" 

It was easier, for sure, to do this kind of work with one working leg 
and one half-functioning leg, instead of just one. Faster and more 
efficient . 

When he could no longer guess how long he'd been out here, he finally 
set his new project down for a small break and wiped his forehead. 
Looking over his scrawny arms, he vaguely wondered how they couldn't 
be thicker with so many years of this. 

And then there was a sound. 

It wasn't very loud. Quite faint. But it caused him to spring up in 
fright faster than anything else could. _It was Astrid's 
voice ._ 

Realizing just as fast that it was getting closer, he scrambled to 
the other end of the room and squeezed himself between a barrel of 
rusty weapons and the wall. His heart thumped loudly, threatening to 
give him away. If she found out he was here, she would probably 
forcibly haul him to Gobber and from thereaClhe'd have to give some 
kind of explanation. Lies were already filtering through his head, 
most of them lame and lacking. 

All that was left to do was sit still, listen, hope and wait. 

The sound of boots crunching against the sand and dirt outside 
stopped, and so did the voices. Then, "Why is the shop lit up this 
late at night?" 

_0h, Thor, who was she with?_ 

"I dunno, maybe Gobber 's workin' on something." Ruffnut. Of 
course . 

Astrid cleared her throat, "Gobber?" She called out, but silence 
answered. There was no way Hiccup was going to answer. 

They both trekked inside, giving him a visual. 



His thumping heart relaxed a little bit as he glanced up and down 
Astrid. Shea€ 1 seemed to have changed somewhat since he'd last seen 
her. Somehow. Maybe it was the fact that he hadn't seen any person 
for a week, and she happened to be the first person to venture into 
his line of sight. 

He grit his teeth and inwardly winced when he realized how strange 
this must look to them. The fire still was burning, water still 
hissing and steaming, and a fresh candlewick was glowing 
vibrantly . 

"What's going on here?" Astrid advanced on the scene and circled 
around, eyes narrowed but curious, "This couldn't have been 
Gobbera€ 1 he doesn't work this late at night." Her head turned 
sharply, "And what in Thor's name is _this?"_ 

Uh-oh. There on the table lay Hiccup's latest accomplishment , 
displayed for all to see. 

Ruffnut snorted, "Since when did Gobber take up intricate 
design? " 

Both girls mulled over it for a moment, before Astrid slowly 
muttered, "What if it was someone else? You think Fishlegs would be 
into this kinda stuff?" She smirked, amused with the idea of the 
humongous boy using his chubby fingers so skillfully. 

"Probably. But, y'know, if Hiccup was still around I would've thought 
this was his work." 

A beat passed and Hiccup pulled himself into a tighter, if possible, 
ball of arms and legs. 

"Well, thank goodness he's not." 

The ball some-what relaxed with shock. Hada€ 1 that been Astrid? 

She continued, "According to Gobber, he would've been training_ with_ 
us if he hadn't run off. Imagine what a disaster that would've 
beena€ 1 " 

Ruffnut grinned one of her trademark twisted grins and nodded, "The 
runt woulda probably just gotten in your way. Remember the time you 
were trying to douse out some water and the idiot tripped you? 
Although the burns looked cool on you, I'm pretty sure they belonged 
to him . " 

Astrid only bobbed her head in response, eyes narrowing ever so 
slightly. But Hiccup caught the anger. He bit his lip, wondering why 
she still held onto his mistakes to tightly. True, in tripping her he 

had both singed her face and embarrassed her in front of anyone who 

had been nearby. He knew that her pride was extremely important to 

her and he tried to respect that, but sometimes things 

happened . 

Sometimes he just wanted to be near her. 

"Well, at least the village's gone on longer than ever without a 
blow. In fact, I haven't seen one flame or one falling piece of steel 
for nearly a week." Ruffnut was just running her mouth now, but it 



hurt . 


"Yeah, I wonder what _that ' s _thanks to..." The blonde hoisted her 
axe further up onto her shoulder and headed out, eyes now cold but 
distant. After a brief glance around, the twin followed. 

He was alone. Sad, but alone. 

After hearing the footsteps fade away, he shakily stood to his feet. 
His ankle was aching again due to the uncomfortable crouch his brace 
had not been designed to endure, but he barely felt it. His heart was 
sinking further and further into a pit and he didn't feel like he had 
the strength to pull it out. 

He quietly lifted the item from the desk and stepped out into the 
cool midnight air. Everything seemed so abruptly silent and far away. 
His mind moved like a machine, clicking from one thought to the next 
at a relatively slow pace. 

If any part of him had been thinking about escaping the dragon and 
staying here, it had now been stomped into the dust and 
forgotten . 

He squinted through the blur of tears that he was trying to prevent, 
but formed anyway. Didn't they understand that he didn't want to be 
the way he was? Didn't they want to even try and see how they would 
feel if they were in his shoes. 

All of his life he had fought to embrace what he was, even when 
people told him that it wasn't anything good. When he had tried to 
become what he wasn't, he was told that he shouldn't even try. It was 
confusing, but it had never stopped him from trying anyway to please 
both sides of the impossible argument. 

Climbing up and away from the village a little, he heard the sound of 
faint laughter and took a peek over his shoulder. A small patch of 
fresh flame silhouetting the other kids was just visible. He could 
just make out the forms of Astrid and Ruffnut joining the group. 

He stifled his tears and tried to frown, taking a thick swallow. If 
he wasn't welcome here then he wouldn't come back. 

He had someone who understood and that someone didn't have to be 
human . 

With the firmest nod he could muster he turned his back on his old 
home and made his way into the woods. 

# 


"_You came back ! "_ 

Hiccup was barely prepared for the mass of beast that leapt nearly 
on-top of him. It snapped him out of his thoughts and he backed up, a 
grin forming slowly on his face, "_What, you weren't expecting me 
to?"_ 


The dragon lifted its head and stared pointedly at him, 

"No . " 



"_But why not? You told me to come backa€ 1 and now I'm back." _The 
back of his mind pointed out that the thought of escape had been 
looming quite expressively in his head, but he pushed it off, glad 
that he had returned. He'd never felt soa€l loved. 

"_You're a good human. Hiccup." _The large nose nuzzled into his 
stomach and a deep rumble, unlike a growl, vibrated through its 
throat . 

A smile lit his face. It was purring, just for him. He wrapped his 
arms around the thick neck and sighed, the weight of the day falling 
off of his shoulders. 

He squeezed appreciatively, _"Thank you for waiting for me to come 
backa€ 1 

"_Thank you for coming back."_ 

That reminded him, _"Hey! You have to see what I madea€ 1 " _He reached 
around, pulled the strange device out and unfolded it. 

Black ears pulled back_, "You created something elsea€l?"_ It leaned 
forward and gave a tentative sniff, _"What is it?"_ 

"_Wella€lyou know when you let me, uh, ride on your 
back? 

"_Yesa€ 1 

"_I decided that if you let me try again, we might as well both be 
comfortable. It's a saddle. 


7. Toothless 

Things really start to pick up after this chapter, do not worry! 


_Also, just a note to reviewers; I do enjoy getting reviews, but I do 
not like being hassled and pressured into making the next chapter. 
It's the last thing I need, believe me and it will only make progress 
slower ._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>A bitter homecoming was the worst kind.<p> 

Hulls burnt, boards groaning in protest, and sails just barely 
dragging in air, the once proudly displayed war ships of Berk now 
just barely were able to grind themselves into port. The men and 
woman upon the ship seemed to be in worse shape. They had all failed. 
Again . 

But far more damage had been done to the pride of their Chief, 

Stoick, whose face wore a disappointed scowl as he hauled himself and 
his supplies out of his vessel with the help of his friend. 

Cobber . 


His teeth grit together harder when the smithy asked the dreaded 
question, "I trust you at least found the nest?" 



"Not even closea€ 1 " He gripped his supplies harder as they both began 
to head down the dock and towards the land, ignoring the words, 'ah, 
perfect', as he walked, "I hope you had more luck than I 
dida€ 1 " 

Gobber was suddenly looking uncomfortable and casually reached up to 
rub the back of his neck, "Well, if by 'luck' you mean that your 
parenting troubles are over thena€lyes?" 

Stoick barely got the opportunity to steal a suspicious look before 
several excited villagers trotted up to him, all wearing a huge 
grin . 

"Congratulations, Stoick! The village is so relieved!" 

"No-one will miss that old nuisance!" 

"Out with the old and in with the new, eh?" 

Each in turn gave his shoulder a hardy pat as they passed. His look 
of surprise twisted into confusion in a second and he turned to his 
friend, who was looking even more nervous, "He's gone?" 

"Yeaha€l" He quickly continued upon seeing the horrified stare the 
chieftain was giving him, "But don't you worry, Stoick, he's vanished 
before, hasn't he? We've been keepin' an eye out for him." 

Vanished before? He knew that was true, but never for an entire week. 
Never when dragon training was going on, whether he was a part of it 
or not. He reached up and rubbed his face, letting a deep breath blow 
out, "We have to find hima€ 1 " 

"Stoick, you gotta rest up first, at least! Can't have our chief 
failin' over himself on tomorrow's dragon killing." 

"Gobber, this is more important than-" 

The smith grabbed his shoulder reassuringly, "Listen, I know it's 
hard, but there's nothin' you can do that we haven't already done. 
Besides, no-matter how hazardous, the kid's a fighter; we'll find 
him. If he's really lost, he knows enough to stay away from the 
dragons . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Perched on top of the king of beasts, wind whipping at his hair. 
Hiccup had never known that he could feel so free.<p> 

It had been hard, to be sure, to convince the dragon that riding him 
was not disrespectful in any way. He had had to play the 'injured' 
card, which had turned out to be the winning ticket. Making the 
saddle had paid off really well. 

Hiccup was not afraid of heights, like most his age would be 
considering Vikings liked their feet to remain on solid ground. Most 
of his life he had spent climbing things. Ridiculously tall, 
precarious things. Somehow, the word 'danger' never lit up in his 
mind when he became focused on a specific task. Only the dreamed 
outcome was visible to him. 



"_This is amazinga€l"_ He breathed out, eyes on the rolling water 
hundreds of feet below, _"Do you guys ever geta€ 1 y ' know, tired of all 
this ? 

"_Tired of nature?" _The dragon laughed quietly at the notion, 
_"Hiccup, when all of this is what you live for, it can never be 
tiring. Your home, the one that you lived in all of your life, never 
was boring, correct?"_ 

He smiled, _"I see where this is going." _His grip tightened as they 
swung low to ride under a rocky arch, _"I still can't believe that 
I'm doing thisa€l"_ 

On one note he waslearning unimaginable things while taking a ride 
that he was sure would change his life. On the other hand he was 
taking a much larger step in disobeying everything he'd ever been 
told. And somehow, after last night's events, it felt really good. 
He'd never intentionally been the rebellious type, but something 
swelled in his chest now whenever he thought about what had been said 
last night and how much of that kind of talk he'd ever taken within 
his life. He no longer felt like he was doing the wrong thing. 

He glanced side-ways upon hearing some odd sounds and realized, with 
a start, that a few terrible terrors were flying up beside him. Their 
beady eyes looked him over suspiciously and he grinned nervously, 
_"H-hey, fellas !"_ 

Much to his surprise, their looks of suspicion melted into surprise 
and the one in the lead flapped his wings harder in order to get 
closer to the Night Fury. 

Over the wind. Hiccup heard it say, _"So you found him! And to think 
we laughed at youa€ 1 A grunt was the response and it continued, 
eyes narrowing slyly, "_The Queen's going to be angry with you. I 
mean, what if word was toa€lslip out?_" 

The words seemed innocent enough, however he found himself clinging 
onto the saddle for dear life when his friend suddenly lashed out at 
the little creature. He squeezed his eyes shut and clung on as the 
rocking and shaking continued for a moment. 

When he opened them, the Terrors were soaring away, watching him all 
the same. 

"_Uh, bud?"_ He patted the dragon's head to get his attention, _"What 
was that all about exactly?"_ 

"_Nothing that concerns you at the presenta€ 1 " _The voice was stern 
but had a twinge of kindness. 

Hiccup decided not to pester and busied himself once again with the 
amazing view. His eyebrows furrowed slightly as he thought deeper 
into the conversation. 'The Queen's going to be angry with youa€ 1 what 
if word was to slip out?' What had that little guy been talking 
about? And why had the Night Fury responded so furiously? 

He was reminded of how this dragon had still lived an entire unknown 
life before he'd met him. There were so many things that he didn't 
know; what if there was something that could affect him? But his 



friend surely wouldn't let that happen. 

There would've been some kind of warning. 

He braced himself as they touched down gently on top of a rock that 
jutted far up and out of the sea. 

"_I need a resta€ 1 The dragon flopped down and set his head on his 
paws, _"Just watch the sunset. I'll get us back home in a few 
minutesa€ 1 " _ 

"_Okaya€ 1 " _He took a deep breath and glanced about. He'd always 
wondered what it would be like to sit atop one of these natural stone 
poles. Once he had asked to be brought to one so he could climb it. 

He smiled slightly as he remembered the look that had provoked from 
his father. 

His Dad. If all had gone well, he was probably back home by now. 

Would he accept the fact that his son had left or would he look for 
him? He frowned as he confirmed in his head that his dad would 
probably try to forget him. Snotlout was most likely already 
accepting his position as future chieftain. 

The thought twisted at his stomach. Maybe it was the only thing that 
ever would. At any rate, it was time to get thinking about other 
things . 

There was something else on his mind, anyway. He had been nervous to 
present it to his friend, but maybe this was the right time. It was 
quiet and the dragon was obviously tired. 

He leaned forward and folded his arms just behind his friend's ears, 

_"Y'know how you told me that you didn't want a 

name? 

"_Yesa€ 1 ?"_ 

"_Well, I thought of one for you anyway, if you don't mind. I don't 
like having to call you 'dragon' all the time."_ 

"_Tell it to me and I'll decide whether or not I like it . 

Hiccup spent a few moments calculating how to say the human word in 
his head in Dragonese, _"It's 'Toothless'." _The very pink gums, free 
of any teeth were just visible to him as the dragon turned his head 
to look at him. 

"_Toothless ? " _He felt the word on his tongue thoughtfully, 
_"Toothlessa€ 1 And what does that word mean in your human 
culture ? 

"_Era€ 1 His eyes rolled to the left, _"It means, uha€ 1 'mighty 
warrior ' ! 

A deep purr of pleasure sprang up, _"I am honored to hold that name. 
Hiccup. I will allow you to call me that. That way, we both have 
names that we can call each-other . He looked thoroughly pleased, 
ears standing up and the edges of his mouth crooking up just 
slightly . 



It almost made him Hiccup feel bad for what he'd said, but as long as 
Toothless know it to be that way, there wasn't really a problem. 


His eyelids drooped and he blinked the drowsiness out of them, _"Can 
we rest here for a while?" _He yawned and stretched his 
arms . 

Toothless' ears lay back down and he looked about, _"I suppose it 
wouldn't hurt. As long as you don't do that strange rolling thing in 
your sleep we'll be fine."_ 

Smiling and sliding off, he set his feet back on solid ground. Only 
to recline again on his back, head propped up against the dragon's 
warm flank, _"Thanksa€ 1 well, for even letting me ride you. It was 
amazing . " _ 

"_Just go to sleep. 

He watched the shore, the waves gently sliding in and out of it and 
let his heartbeat slow into a relaxing rhythm. Some kind of animal 
was making its way slowly along, giving his closing eyes something to 
lazily watch. Perhaps this was, truly, the best day of his 
lif e . 

Then realization struck and they snapped wide open. His heart took up 
an uneven pace and an intake of suddenly cold air sucked into his 
chest. It couldn't bea€ 1 

That was no animal. _Someone_ was on the shore. _Someone_ was peering 
at them. 

_That someone had yellow braided hair._ 


8 . How to Ride your Dragon 

_Longer than usual chapter in which Hiccup tries and fails to win 
Astrid's heart to his point of view. Hope you guys enjoy! Thank you 
or all the wonderful reviews. _ 
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><pXem>*Swish, swish, thunk !*<em> 

Astrid stood back, pleased with herself. The axe had hit the pine she 
had been aiming for dead center; not even an inch off, she would 
presume. No wonder the elder had chosen her to be the one to kill the 
dragon tomorrow. 

It had been a no-brainer, really. Between her and Snotlout? He hadn't 
even stood a chance with his weak performances and constant 
complaints of the sun 'getting in his eyes'. She had heard better 
excuses coming from Fishlegs, and that was saying something. 

After retrieving the weapon, she continued to make her way deeper and 
deeper into the forest. She was going nowhere in-particular; 
sometimes when she needed to think there was also a need to be 
alone . 

The sun shone bright, although through the cover of the dense trees. 



only shards of light brushed her as she walked. Perfect day to plan 
on how to kill that dragon tomorrow. Should she try the 
confuse-and-cut method? Or the charge-and-chop? 

Although it was all supposed to be about her taking a step from 
childhood to adulthood she couldn't help but want to choose the best 
way to awe the crowd which would surely gather. They'd see what she 
was really made of; what she'd been working for a good portion of her 
lif e . 

Every second she could, she had always watched and waited. Lived and 
learned. Saw countless Vikings, those she knew or not, make terrible 
mistakes in action which had cost them their lives or at least a 
limb. No matter how horrible to watch, it had taught her everything 
that had won her the honor that she would celebrate tomorrow. 

She paused, noticing the fading sound of the woods being replaced 
with the gentle pulsing of ocean water lapping at the shore. Had she 
really walked this far already? 

Maybe it was because she was excited; had lots of energy to 
spare . 

She was definitely not nervous _at all. _There was no way anything 
could possibly go wrong tomorrow, right? She knew what she was doing. 
Besides, Vikings were never scared. 

Taking a small leap, she touched down on one of the large rocks, 
surface dry of water for the moment, but half of it was already 
submerged. The tide was probably coming in. She began to walk along 
the other rocks which formed a make-shift pathway along the edges of 
the island. 

It was getting late; perhaps she should start heading home. 

As she turned to head back into the forest, however, a strange sound 
stopped her. 

Was thata€ 1 a dragon? It was deep, but extremely faint. She turned and 
searched around, one hand shielding her eyes from the sun. Dragons 
usually came out nearing night, but this early? It was still rather 
bright out and there were no crevices she could see that the beast 
would like to hide in. 

But there it was a€" just touching down on a tall mound of rock a 
little ways away. Her eyes were glued to it thoughtfully as she 
gripped her axe tighter. 

Concern increased when she found that she did not even slightly 
recognize what kind of dragon it was. The wings were too large to be 
a Gronckle or a Deadly Nadder, yet the body was too short to be a 
Monstrous Nightmare. It was out of the question whether or not it was 
a Deadly Zippleback as this creature had only one head that was close 
to its body. 

She squinted harder. What was that thing on its back? It could have 
been a part of the dragon, but then it moved. Like a human. 


The scrawny form stood and then rested itself against the dragon. Her 
mouth fell open, confused. That couldn't possibly be a personaC 1 there 



was no way. What was going on here? But it was impossible to figure 
out who it was, or could be. The sun turned both figures dark, like 
silhouettes . 

Then the human figure sat up abruptly. It seemed to be 
lookinga€ 1 right at her. 

Shaking her head, she began to back away. She should have known that 
she could be spotted. An increased panic rose up unwillingly as it 
stood up and began to speak quickly and loudly. Then the dragon 
stood . 

She turned and ran. 


"Th-that was Astrid! She saw mea€ 1 " Hiccup's heart flew up into his 
throat as he pointed almost dumbly at where Astrid was, dashing away 
into the safety of the woods. 

"_Excuse me?" _Toothless pulled himself off the ground, almost 
seeming annoyed. He had, after all, just been about to enjoy a 
nap . 

He swallowed and translated quickly, "_There ' s a girl that was 
watching us! Her name's Astrid and she's from my old villagea€ll 
think she recognized me . 

"_Why do you care?" _Eyes meeting, the dragon suddenly understood 
exactly why his human cared. He then watched her vanish, eyes 
narrowing, "_Get on my back; I know what to do . 

Not sure what could possibly help the situation out and figuring that 
it couldn't get any worse, the boy quickly climbed up into the saddle 
and gripped on tight. They were off in an instant and his stomach 
lurched only a little as he guessed he'd have to get used to the 
sensation of being rocketed into the sky at such unearthly 
speeds . 

"_What are we doing?" _He yelled, trying to be heard over the 
wind . 

"_Something ridiculous." _ 

His eyes widened as they neared the forest, "_W-wait ! Stop and tell 
me what you mean!"_ 

Unfortunately, he knew exactly what he meant, anyway. Astrid was just 
visible and became more so as they neared her; Toothless' legs 
stretched out, eager to snatch up his prey. 

"STOP!" Hiccup felt very unheard, realizing that he wasn't in control 
of this situation at all. He winced, hearing her yell at the top of 
her lungs as her arms were snatched up in two scaly paws and was 
lifted off her feet and into the air. He couldn't help but scowl at 
the back of Toothless' head,_ "Really, this is your way of solving 
things? How does this solve anything?! It's just getting 
worse ! 


"Great Odin, this is it!" Dropping her axe in a panic, she dug her 



fingernails into the claws that held her as the height between her 
feet and the ground increased by the second. 


He ducked a little closer to Toothless, _"Please put her down! She 
thinks you're going to kill her!" _His eyes squeezed shut and he grit 
his teeth as they landed right back on top of the pillar of stone 
they'd been resting on. Oh, boy was this going to be an 
adventure . 

Astrid was dropped a few feet away and she immediately began to 
scramble back, windblown hair shoved hastily out of her eyes as she 
tried to get a grip on what was going on. 

Toothless calmly lay back down behind his human, seeming 
amused . 

"Y-YOU! ?" 


Hiccup's winced, nearly terrified, before looking up into the 
unbelieving face, "H-hey, Astrida€ 1 " 

She gasped and glanced wildly around as if looking for a way of 
escape, but there was none unless she planned on jumping over fifty 
feet into the icy water below, "I c-can't BELIEVE this! You TRAITOR! 
What in Thor's name is GOING ON?!" 

"It really is a long storya€ 1 " He felt himself sinking on the inside. 
Maybe it would have been better to have just kept his mouth shut and 
watch her run away. 

"No!" She waved a hand, "You tell me NOW and then get me OEE of 
here ! " 

Yep, definitely would have been better. Out of any time he'd ever 
been yelled at, he'd never felt so guilty and horrid. He'd screwed 
up, badlya€ 1 well ; maybe it was Toothless' fault, but he'd talk to him 
later, when and if this mess was ever cleaned up. Right now he just 
wanted to find a rock and either be behind it or under it. 

"Oka€ 1 " He could feel his face turning red from embarrassment, "Eirst 
things first, I guess. Introductions. Astrid, this is Toothless-"He 
gestured from her to the calm dragon, "And Toothless, this is 
Astrida€ 1 " He swiped slowly back and watched her nervously. 

"_A pleasure." _ Toothless yawned, unconcerned. 

"Toothless?" Her expression twisted, "You _named_ it? Wait a minute, 
is THIS why you never came home? Because you found a dragon that 
hasn't killed you yet?" 

"No! He-he ' s my friend, and he doesn't want to hu-" 

But her eyes had narrowed dangerously as she looked behind him and 
she spoke up, "You were at the forge a few days ago, weren't 
you? " 

"Ia€lhave no idea what you meana€ 1 " He trailed off, looking back as 
well to see that she was staring at the saddle; the one that had been 
laying out on that fateful night, "Ok, this looks really bad, but if 
I could just explain a few really good things, I'm sure-" 



She cut him off again, "You're a complete traitor! I can't believe 
it, YOU of all people! And what's going to happen now, huh? Did you 
capture me for a reason?" 

"Technically, it wasn't me who captured you." One look at his friend 
and he realized that he needed to do some fast thinking. It was 
either 'get her on your side' or 'let her go and forever know that 
she hates you'. He wasn't too fond of the latter. 

So, slowly, his eyebrows lowered and he folded his arms, tipping his 
chin up just a hair, "Well, Astrid, it looks like there's really only 
one way for you to get off of herea€ 1 " 

She put two and two together quickly and instantly there was another 
bout of fury written on her face, "You actually expect me to ride 
that thing? After what you just did to me?" She pointed at him, 

" You ' re crazy ! " 

"Mm, if I'm so crazy then you can wait here until a ship happens to 
pass by and just happens to have the right equipment to save you." 
With that, he turned and made a huge deal of crawling onto the 
dragon's back and 'adjusting' the settings of the saddle, giving her 
plenty of time to think this through, "Ok, bud, let's 
go ! " 


"Wait ! " 


He smiled inwardly and feigned innocents, "Oh? What is it?" 

She glared suspiciously between him and Toothless, "I'll take the 
ride as long as I'm brought _directly_ to shore." She inched forward, 
looking for a place to sit. 

"No problem." He scooted forward as far as he could to give her as 
much room as possible. She slid in behind him, body rigid and 
untrusting. He realized that he had never really been this close to 
her without her shoving him away or calling him names. That aside, he 
was pretty sure that plenty of nasty names forming in her head, but 
she probably wouldn't spit them out until later. 

Toothless looked around at them, eyes calm, "_Directly to shore, 
then? 

Hiccup bit his lip and tried to speak as quietly as possible, 

"_Better show off a littlea€ll want to try to show her to see what 
she's missing. Maybe she'll relax a little?"_ 

"Hey, hold on. What are you doing?" His shoulder was grabbed and she 

yanked him back from Toothless, "Were you_ talking_ to 

it?" 


"Talking? Well, noa€ 1 that is to say-" 

The grip on his shoulder turned painful and he snatched for the 
saddle as Toothless unexpectedly shot away from the ground and took 
to the sky, "Ohhh! Eh-heh, you see?" He twisted around to give the 
terrified girl an only slightly reassuring smile, "We're in the air 
and we're not dead!" 



Her lips were thin with concern and she didn't answer him, more 
focused on staying on the saddle. A tug at his heart told him that he 
felt bad for her; he didn't want to scare her. He just felt that if 
she saw the world from his new point of view, she'd grow to love it 
as he did. And maybe he wouldn't look like the devil in her eyes as a 
bonus . 

They gained more and more altitude and he couldn't help but let a 
pang of fear in, although he was trying to look confident to help 
convince Astrid of how safe this was. Even he hadn't been this high 
yet. He wondered briefly if this really WAS safe. 

"_Ok, that's high enough, Toothlessa€ 1 

A mischievous look was all that he got from the over-grown lizard, 
"_It seems to me like both of you are having trust issues with 
mea€ 1 as if I would suddenly fall out of the sky."_ 

Astrid snarled, "You said we were going to the shore! What are we 
doing? " 

"Eha€ 1 I don't really knowa€ 1 " The air was just starting to get thin 
and more worry built up in him. 

"You mean you have no way of telling this thing where to go!?" She 
stiffened and edged herself closer to Toothless' body, "Believe me, 
if we die on this thing I will kill you." 

It was an extremely empty threat, but she had made her point, 
"_Toothless, I said 'show off', not 'get us lost in the sky' ! There 
are too many clouds; I can't even see the ground. 

"_Don't worrya€ 1 now, hold on tight. 

He straightened up, eyes wide and his throat going tight as his brain 
made sense of what had been said, "Astrid, hold on to me." 

"What? Oh, like I'd ev-"A scream tore from her throat as the dragon 
quite literally dropped out of the sky and plummeted, wings folded 
neatly at the sides. She wrapped her arms in a constricting grip 
around his waist and he choked. 

The world's colors began to blur around them, the difference between 
the sky and the clouds reducing to a vague splash of pale 
blue . 

"NOO, what ' re you doing?!" Hiccup could barely open his eyes; the 
cold wind bit and stung at his face. He felt almost betrayed. Why 
would his friend do something like this to him? Especially while 
_she_ was around. 

He was going to die riding this dragon with his terrified crush 
holding onto him; no question in his mind. There was so many things 
that he hadn't done; so many things that he had wanted to try. 

He pressed his head into Toothless' neck, barely able to stand the 
almost painful jolts of fear in his heart. Would he have a heart 
attack before they even hit the ground? Maybe it was a quicker 
death . 



Squeezing his watering eyes open a crack, he saw that the ocean was 
approaching fast. No doubt at this speed the gentle water would turn 
into solid concrete and they'd be obliterated. The thought made him 
sick and he closed them again, wanting to see no more until he had 
glanced Valhalla, if he was Viking enough to even get there. Most 
likely not. 

Silence engulfed him very abruptly and sea water lightly sprayed his 
face . 

Was that it? Had he hit so fast that he barely felt anything? 

Buta€lhe still felt Astrid's constricting grip squeezing the air out 
of him and he still felt the motion of the dragon underneath 
him . 

Upon cautious inspection he found that the world had returned to 
normal. The sea was spread out directly beneath him, kicking up as 
him as a wing was lightly brushing its surface and the sky was once 
again a canvas of distinct whites and blues. 

He looked down at his shaking hands and realized, with a start, that 
he was not dead. Extremely pale and shaken, but alive. He sat back a 
little only to remember Astrid again and he turned to get a look at 
the state of her, fearing the worst. 

Instead, he was surprised to see that she looked quite calm. Well, 
for having gone through all that. Her hair no longer even slightly 
resembled the braid she had had it in before. It now fell loosely 
behind her shoulders and a few of her accessories that had been 
around her waist had been lost to the wind. 

He swallowed, "Thata€ 1 wasn ' t so bada€ 1 " 

Her eyes darted to him, red and swollen from the drop, 

"Nota€ 1 soa€ 1 bad? " 

"Hey, you d-didn't have to worry!" A pat was rewarded to Toothless, 
"_W-we _had it com-com_pletely_ under cont-trol." He couldn't stop 
the shaking in his voice. 

"Right." She looked far from convinced, mouth somewhat hanging open 
as she took big breaths between words, "Can I please go home now?" He 
cringed as her request was so polite. Was that a sign of her being 
scared of them or her respecting them? 

"OkaClwe'll get you home." He looked down, "_Bud, we need to get her 
to shore now. You scared the spite out of her."_ 

"_So my plan workedaC 1 " _The dragon huffed out a chuckle. 


9. Downhill 

_I know this is late, but . . . I ' ve been busy! Unfortunately, I will be 
away for a few weeks so I cannot start the next chapter until then, 
but it will be a good one. Probably the only planned-out chapter in 
this story, so... stay tuned!_ 

_I was also asked where the name for my story came from. Well, as 
they are the first two words of this thing, so I always wonder what 



would happen if things had gone differently in the film. Every time I 
watch it, I like to think of different situations that branch off of 
what actually happened. I finally got the idea to combine what I 
imagined into one story and see what happened. _ 

_It is also a reminder to the characters, mostly being Hiccup. A 'in 
retrospect, if I hadn't done this, that wouldn ' t /would have 
happened. ' A constant reminder of how his choices are effecting 
everything and how one word said or unsaid could have changed 
everything ._ 
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><p>The second they touched down, Astrid sprang off of Toothless' 
back and pushed herself up against a nearby tree, as if afraid that 
she would be taken from the ground again. <p> 

The rest of the ride had gone easily, the occasional strong updraft 
only slightly affecting their comfort. Now was the hard part; trying 
to talk her out of whatever she was planning to do when she got home. 
Hiccup had not been looking forward to this. A part of him had hoped 
that the ride would change her perspective. 

Her body language combined with the look on her face said otherwise. 
Tense, suspicious, and untrusting. He didn't understand how she could 
still behave this way; hadn't they already proved to her that they 
had no intentions of harming her? a€l Besides the terrible scare 
Toothless had graced them with within the first few minutes, but that 
hadn't actually harmed her. 

Maybe scared her near to death, but she was still alive, 
soa€ 1 . 

"Sure you don't wanna come along for another ride?" He knew the 
answer before it came flying out of her mouth. 

"NO! " 


He pressed his lips together and glanced sideways, "Then could I 
maybe ask you something before you goa€l?" 

She reached up and pulled the mass of tangled blond hair out of her 
face to glare at him, "And what is that?" 

He sucked in a breath and with it drew in a little bravery, "Could 
you please not say anything to the villagea€ 1 about this?" He gestured 
back to Toothless while keeping the other hand pointed at 
himself . 

She instantly straightened up, a new kind of ferocity overtaking her, 
"After what you just put me through? You're a traitor, you're a liar, 
and you're _definitely _not one of us ! I don't know if you thought 
that scaring Odin out of me would somehow sway me to your side, but 
it is_ not_ gonna happena€ 1 " With a half jump backwards, she began to 
move away from them at a fast pace, towards the dense and safe part 
of the woods that led to her home, "And why do you even care if I 
tell them if you're not a _part of us anymore?"_ With the last spit, 
she turned and vanished. 


Fixed to the spot, it took Hiccup's mind a moment to realize that she 



was gone. But everything she said, somehow worse now than before he 
had taken her to fly, still lingered and weaseled its way deeper into 
his head until he felt something nudge his back gently. 

He blindly reached back and grabbed Toothless' nose, "Well, that went 
well." Glancing down, he noticed the dragon's expression, _"Oh, 
what ' re you looking at? I'm not exactly a worda€ 1 makinga€ 1 expert . " 

At_ least the mood was, somewhat, lightened. 

His heart felt heavy, but he'd done all he coulda€ 1 well , maybe not 
everything, but everything that had felt right to him while the time 
had lasted, _"I guess that's that, then."_ 

He hoisted himself up onto his friend's back and let the fresh wave 
of wind drown out his thoughts. The last peg that had been holding 
him to his past life had just been yanked out of the ground, finally 
setting him completely freea€ 1 

Then why did he feel so miserable again? 

He hadn't felt this way since he had first decided to stay with the 
dragon instead of the others. 

"_Thinking?" _Toothless looked back at him calmly, expression soft, 
as if he knew what was going through the boy's head. 

Hiccup nodded, _"Yeah."_ 

"_Start thinking about what you are going to do tomorrow insteada€ 1 I 
find that it always helps." _His words, obviously, were not to be 
taken seriously, but it did indeed help to distract his mind from its 
weight . 

Once they had flown a few times around the edges of Berk, he found 
that he felt much better. A little refreshed, even. The beautiful 
sights and sounds gave him strength; reminded him that he was sitting 
on a dragon's backa€l_the_ dragon's back. A Night Fury. He was 
talking to it like it was normal, he had accomplished more in this 
week than he had through-out his entire life. 

He sat up a little straighter and managed a smile. Even if these 
thoughts and doubts kept creeping back, he was still Hiccup. Instead 
of letting situations judge what that meant, he had to put his foot 
down and decide himself whether the name meant anything or not. 

To Astrid right now it probably meant nothing but failure; more so 
now then it had ever. To his father? Disappointment. Now, to Gobber? 
Hiccup had always felt that shine of liking coming from that man. In 
fact, he could say that he missed him the most. He'd say that his 
name meant 'maybe someday' to the smithy. 

It wasn't even worth counting in the others. They were probably just 
as bad or worse as Astrid' s. 

Something nagged at the back of his mind. It continued, louder and 
louder until he spoke up and relieved it, _"Toothless? Whata€ 1 w-what 
do I mean to you?"_ 

"_What do you mean by that?"_ 



"_Wella€l" _It was difficult to explain, really. _ He_ wasn't even 
sure what he was asking, "_Why do you keep me around? Why do you put 
up with me?"_ 

They were not simple questions, but not ones that he expected the 
dragon to think over so seemingly deeply. Black ridges furrowed over 
eyes that stared into the sky distantly and silence covered them for 
a moment . 

Finally, the dragon's ears started to droop, and a sorrowful look was 
returned to the boy, _"Hiccup...I don ' ta€ 1 there ' s-" _As curious as he 
was for the answer, a shrill voice interrupted the words and he 
turned to seea€ 1 

"_Weeell, look what we got here~ ! "_ 

...The same Terrible Terrors that had come to speak to them a few 
days ago. At least, it seemed and sounded like it. They drew near to 
them in a triangular formation, wings flapping more frequently to 
keep up. 

Toothless stiffened under him as he spoke, _"I thought I made it very 
clear to you that I did not want to see any of you againa€ 1 

The lead Terror grinned, "_We understand that, but I'm afraid that 

' **She' ** wants to see you. There's been a bit of a 

misunderstanding, you see, and she wants it all cleared 


"_After all, she wants to make sure that her favorite is not 
betraying hera€ 1 " _Another hissed, eyeing the human on his back with 
malice, "_a€ 1 you shouldn't have anything to worry abouta€ 1 

It was just as confusing and unclear as last time; Hiccup had no idea 
what was going on and wasn't sure if he should include himself in 
this or not. Something in his gut made him crouch lower to his friend 
and listen instead of getting involved. This had been solved last 
time, after all. 

With a deep, throaty growl. Toothless once again snapped at them, 
missing entirely but getting his point across, "_I will not return 
until my mission has been fulfilled. 

"_Unfortunatelya€ 1 you will bea€ 1 

Hiccup winced as a snarl sounded behind him, crawling up his spine as 
he felt the situation becoming a snowball rolling down a steep hill. 
He barely dared to look back, but didn't have to as two large, 
burgundy heads appeared on either of his sides, causing his body to 
freeze up. 

Monstrous Nightmares. 

"_The king of the skies has been outnumbered . 

The Night Fury looked around desperately, searching for a way of 
escape, but Hiccup saw the problem. They really were 
outnumbered . 


Other dragons were arriving, appearing from the evening mist all 



around them with an assortment of prey latched in their claws. 
Although it was obvious that they were hauling in their kill, they 
still shot rather threatening looks to the two. A snarl escaped some 
of the larger. 

As the smaller passed, those who stood a chance stayed behind them, 
waiting for them to move. He had a bad feeling about this. His heart 
started to pound a little louder in his chest and he realized that 
no-matter how calm his body was reacting, he was terrified. Even his 
breathing was beginning to become a little irregular and shaky. There 
was nothing he could do; it was all up to his friend. 

A chorus of hisses and growls filled his head from behind and, much 
to his horror; Toothless began to move along with them, ears pressed 
down into his head and teeth bared. They were going, moving, towards 
who-knows-what . Gently, he pressed his head into the back of the 
dragon's neck, still keeping alert as he did so. 

If there was one thing he knew by now, it was that he could trust 
Toothless . 


10. There's Reasons 

_Hehe, where the heck have I been? Learning animation, mostly. Not 
really an excuse for leaving this poor story, but whatever. Anyway, 
want to thank user Breyannia for giving me a pep talk and getting me 

back in gear for this story! I don't think I'm really close to 

finishing it, so I might as well get started again. _ 

_As well, I'd really like to hear you guys' thoughts on this story so 
far! (Constructive criticism I can take, but please don't harp on it 
just because you want something to happen : ) ) I know its not 

perfect, but it would be nice to hear why some of you even read this 

thing. So, it would be appreciated ._ 

_In other news I tried to draw a real cover for this thing, 
and... yeah, I'm not even slightly an artist. Not happening. XD 

><em> 

_En joy !_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"<em>HICCUUUUP ! "<em> 

The booming voice echoed through the woods, startling a few birds 
into flying from their perches and into the sky. A few Terrors who 
were hidden among the brush and branches of trees and shrubs, draped 
lazily around their nests, shot withering looks at the great man that 
headed the 'human pack' through the woods. 

No creature nearby was going to get any peace, that was for sure. It 

had been a day too many for the Chieftain and worry for his missing 

son was, to put it lightly; eating him alive. 

He had been searching for the last two hours, ignoring how his men, 
who had not been putting much effort into the rescue in the first 

place, were tiring and starting to slow. A complaint or two had also 



passed through the air. 


It was also getting dark, and the thought of being about a mile from 
a good night's sleep (provided there were no dragon attacks) made 
them all the more miserable. Not that their leader's troublemaking 
son wasn't important, buta€l having him back, safe and sound, was not 
high on their priority list. No disrespect was meant, of 
course . 

Stoick's mind seemed to be in an entirely different place. He didn't 
appear to have grown even slightly tired as he walked on as if each 
wearying step was his first. 

"Chiefa€ 1 " 

He turned as one of his men spoke, one eyebrow raised in 
response . 

"It's beena€ 1 " The man rubbed the back of his neck and stared 
cautiously forward, "Well, it's been a few days now. You'd thinka€lif 
he was gonna be all right, that he'd've come home by now, 
eha€ 1 ?" 

Although the words had a soft tone, there was an unmistakable edge to 
them. A grim one that reminded why they were spoken. 

The great chief stood there a moment, oddly faltering. The man that 
thundered commands at the drop of a helmet in the most 
life-threatening of situations on countless occasions had no words to 
say . 

There was nothing _to_ say. Although somewhere deep inside of himself 
a voice gently told him to accept what had more than likely happened, 
his mind and body refused to acknowledge the impossibility. 

Hiccupa€ 1 couldn ' t be dead. He wasn't. The boy had survived so much 
that so many of his size and strength never could have. 

_Not now. Oh, Thor, not now._ 

"Go back without me." 

There was the distinct cut of a demand there; it was not merely a 
suggestion. He needed to be alone. Now. 

Without a second glance, his company trudged heavily back the way 
they came, a few lingering nervously at the prospect of leaving their 
Chief alone in the elements. One look from him sent them scurrying 
after the others, however. 

After the sound of the crinkling underbrush had faded into the 
stillness of a mostly human-free wooded area, Stoick gently pulled 
his helmet off and held it to his chest, eyes staring as if lost in 
the direction of the setting sun. 

It was beautiful. Soa€l unlike the torment that was going on inside of 
him . 

But unlike his own son, it would rise again. Every day, even past his 
own time. No-matter what happened, no-matter who was slain, and no 
matter what tragedies ensnared a human's soul, it would shine the 



next day. Nothing could change that. 

And Hiccup, he feared, would never get to see it happen again. 

Yes, the boy would never make anything of himself that their culture 
demanded. That was clear. But something about presuming that his boy 
would never again get to see the masterpiece that painted the sky 
every night and morning again made his chest stiffen with held-in 
grief . 

It was a wonder that Hiccup had survived at all through the years, 
but _why now? _Why in this way? 

He was forced to remember with a very slight wince how he had left so 
bitterly. Angry that his son hadn't come inside in time to see him 
off. Was it possible that whatever had happened to him had happened 
all the way back then? 

Could he have saved him if he had just waited and then realized 
something was wrong that early? 

'What if's and 'If only's' swirled through his head until he could 
barely stand it anymore. He had only felt so hopeless once, and he 
had hoped that it would never happen again. Fate, apparently, had 
other plans. 

Stoick stood there in thought, mind hazy and unsure. Time slipped 
away like sand until he found himself standing in the first rays of 
moonlight . 

He had to go home. There was nothing else left for him to do. 

With a finality that almost made him feel worse, he whispered, 
"Goodbye, Hiccup. laClI'm sorry." And turned to walk all the way back 
to his village to do his job. 

Maybe if he distracted himself, the pain would go away; just like 
last time. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxem>A little brown-haired head was barely visible as it bobbed 
through the woods, most of the surrounding bushes and plants covering 
it from wild-life view.<em> 

_If it had been said once, it had been said a thousand times; Hiccup 
was not to go into the woods unattended. Especially now that at the 
age of eight he had become an apprentice to the Blacksmith and was 
needed at odd times. But no words could ever stop the young heart 
from wanting to explore the wild without the over-bearing eyes of an 
adult on his back._ 

_When it was just him, roaming free, picking up rocks, and climbing 
things, there was a definite difference to when his father was 
following him around whether he really acknowledged it or not. He was 
never purposefully trying to be bad whenever he casually wandered 
awayaC 1 it just kind of happened. _ 


_Even now as he plunged through the underbrush, he hadn't even a 
single rebellious thought in his mind. In some ways, he had 



completely forgotten that he had ever been told to not do what he was 
doing 

_Normally, he would have brought a little book along that he would 
draw disproport ioned sketches in, but right now he was more 
interested in another activity:_ 

_He was a dragon. _ 

_No, scratch that; an **enormou** s dragon. With the ability to 

blow fire and ice that would scare away all the other much smaller 
dragons. Oh, he was a fearsome creature, indeed. With teeth, claws, 
and wild eyes that made everyone who saw him tremble and flee._ 

_He swooped through the forest with ease, looking for prey and 
letting the world know of his greatness. In fact, he was a whole new 
species of dragon altogether. A mysterious, undiscovered one that 
made everyone gawk as he flew by. What was this beast? Had Odin 

himself placed it on the Earth in this untamed state?_ 

_Perhaps there was a-_ 

_But at that moment the 'great beast' tripped and tumbled to the 
ground in a flurry of limbs and fur from his coat. He came to a rest 
on his back, large hazel eyes staring up at the sky. Normally, as he 
wasn't at all hurt, he would have laughed. _ 

_But the fall had broken his character and thus his pride was 
somewhat damaged as he didn't believe that dragons tripped. Not that 
he'd seen, anyway. _ 

_Rolling sideways, he got to his feet and sighed, reaching up to try 
and rub his face free of the dirt that now covered it. Then he walked 

back to the small offending stone that had caused it all and gave it 

the most intense frown that he could manage. _ 

_But he couldn't possibly stay mad for long. There were too many 
other things to do and see._ 

_Just as he turned to head off in another randomly selected 
direction, a raspy voice called out to him, **"Hey!"**_ 

_He ground his feet in the earth and turned, partially nervous as he 
wondered if he'd just been caught by an adult. _ 

_However, there was no-one in sight. Had he been hearing things? His 
eyes scanned the bushes and, concluding quickly that the area was 
vacant, began his walk again. _ 

"_**Child, wait! Doa€ldon't go!"**_ 

_Ok, now this was getting weird. There had to be someone there. 

Biting his lip, he began a walk around, searching for the owner of 
the voice. _ 

_Finally, he lifted a bushy branch from the ground and discovered, 
with a slight jump, a small Terrible Terror laying there. Its wing 
appeared to be sprawled out at an odd angle, and its eyes shone at 
him with pain. The bright green that had most likely once colored its 
body had paled; the sign of a hurt or sick dragon. _ 



_Hiccup hesitated, fearful. He remembered all too well what had 
happened the last time he had listened to and communicated with a 
dragon. Since then he had done his very best to ignore any comments 
he had heard made with the deadly language, but it was 
difficult ._ 

_The frail creature had curled itself into a tighter ball of flesh 
when he had drawn back its cover, but it still watched him with dim 
eyes, **"Child, p-pleasea€ 1 help me." **_ 

"_**Ia€|I want to, but-"** He swallowed, **"a€lDad says I can't 

talk to you guys."**_ 

_Its eyes relit with wonder as its own tongue was spoken right back 
to it, ** "You know m-my languagea€ 1 how strangea€ 1 " * *_ 

_The boy nodded sadly, head drooping and wishing it wasn't 
so ._ 

"_* *Doa€ I don ' t 1-look so dishearteneda€ 1 youa€ 1 " * * It swallowed and 

twisted itself gently sideways to get a better look at him, very 

curious, **"-You may do great things with that 

someday . " * 

"_**Yeah, like make Dad madder than he already is."**_ 

_It chuckled, tongue flicking briefly out of its mouth, ** "Humans 

ge-generally don't understand good thingsa€ 1 when they have it. Tell 
mea€ 1 what is the name you harbor?"**_ 

"_Hiccup **." ** He answered simply, barely aware of the insult so 

cruelly curled around the title yet._ 

"_**Ah, an odd human namea€ 1 ." ** Its eyes suddenly slanted, 

**"You-you know, you don't have to live with them if you d-on't 

want to. With youra€ 1 talent s , I'm sure we could find an, uma€ 1 'place' 

for you within our ranks." ** Then it proceeded to give him its most 

pleasant dragon smile, which turned out to be not so pleasant at 
all ._ 

_Hiccup frowned at the strange offer, unsure as to why he was being 

asked this, **"Sorry, but I gotta stay here."** He puffed up his 

chest a bit to look a bit bigger and prouder, " **I'm an apprentice 

now. "**_ 

"_**What if I sa-id that your talents would be very ap-appreciated by 

us dragons?" ** It blinked at him, sizing him up, **"Look at you; 

your human tribe will be done with you within a few short years due 
to your size. There's no place for ones like you there. "**_ 

_Well, as much as that hurt it was true. He'd been told that a lot 
lately by the other kids especially and as much as he'd tried to 
ignore or deny comments he had heard when he was much younger, the 
words were now beginning to plant themselves in his head. And he was 
starting to believe them._ 

_It was obvious that he was different from the rest. He didn't even 
like to wrestle or play fight with the others. Not only because he 
always lost, but because he just didn't want to. Somehow difference 



was an open door for accusations and judgments. Ones that were 
starting to sting as of late._ 

"_**B_but, if I try hard-"**_ 

_It cut him off with a hissy laugh, **"Try hard? L-listen to 

yourself a€" if you aren't one of-of them now, then chances are that 
you willa€l never be. Now if you come with usss, then I guare-ntee you 
thata€lthat you will live a much better life. Wea€ 1 we want 
you. "**_ 

_Now that sounded good. Someone wanted him._ 

_Buta€lhe couldn't just leave everyone and everything he knew on 
account that he had met a sick dragon in the woods that had told him 
to ._ 

_As he thought, the ground under him gave a light shake; enough for 
him to notice. He glanced down and then back at the dragon, whose 
body language had changed drastically from relaxed to tense. It 
apparently knew something he didn't._ 

_Giving the air a quick sniff, the Terror shrunk down, " **Get aw-ay 

from me, child, quick! R-run!"**_ 

_The urgency in its voice gave Hiccup the motivation to immediately 
obey. He scrambled back the way he had come and stopped just behind a 
large tree, worried for the other and wanting to see why he had been 
told to go._ 

_That question was answered within the minute. _ 

_A large red beast slid through the forest, tail thrashing back and 
forth while it searched for something. A Monstrous Nightmarea€ 1 they 
didn't usually prowl the woods by day._ 

_A shrill screech came from the Terror when the larger suddenly threw 
its claws forward and shredded its hiding place with a look of 

disgust on its face, " **Why do you even bother hiding, hm? Now your 

days are numbered, this being the last of them." ** After a pause, a 

deep growl made its way from its throat, **"And I smell a 

humana€ 1 well , let's label treachery on you as well. You must be 
working with Koodvin, are you not?"**_ 

"_**N-noa€ 1 "**_ 


"_**Don't lie! Did this human speak in our tongue or not?" ** Its 

large teeth neared the other, bared in ferocity, **"i didn't spend 

the morning tracking you down for nothing .Your suspicious absence 
was noticed. "**_ 

"_**I-I won't sa-"** It shrieked in pain as the teeth dug into its 

back in a flash, ** "Y-YES! Ye-sa€l"**_ 

_The nightmare drew back with a sneer, **"As I thought. Now listen 

to me; if that child dies at the claws of Koodvin and not the Queen, 
then all of those like you who follow him will be slaughtered 
mercilessly. The Queen demands it and those loyal will obey, 
understand? " * * 



_Shaking hard, it managed a weak nod._ 

"_**Good. Now, I will leave you here. Maybe if any of your friends 
come along you can warn them. It would be the wise thing to doa€ 1 and 
if you somehow live, don't bother coming back to us, because we will 

find you and finish you off for good." ** With a snarl, it turned 

and began to slink back the way it had come, seeming far too 
preoccupied in its own thoughts to smell the small human 
nearby ._ 

_Hiccup didn't even have the guts to return to the injured Terror; He 
was shaken and wanted to go home._ 

_With as much stealth as he possessed, he made his way back to the 
village, vision blurred with held tears. He felt sick just thinking 
about what he had seen and heard. _ 

_They couldn't have been talking about him. He hadn't even slightly 
wanted that poor little dragon to suffer. _ 

_But try as he might, he was not unintelligent. There was no question 
who they had been talking about. It justa€ 1 left so many other 
questions that his young mind couldn't or didn't want to 
process ._ 

_Maybe he should wait a few days before going outside alone 
again ._ 


11. What to Think 

_This was a difficult chapter to write for me, but I hope you guys 
enjoy it all the same! I'm excited because if you put the FF settings 
to 'Most followed' from K-T in the HTTYD section, I'm on page number 
five! And I honestly can't believe it. How?_ 

## 

In all honesty. Hiccup had not been able to witness any of the 
spectacles along the way to wherever the dragons were taking him. He 
was too busy keeping his head buried in the neck of Toothless. 

In the past few weeks, the boy had been sure multiple times that he 
was going to die. And he truly would have preferred the quick and 
probably painless deaths that they would have provided him with to 
whatever was going to happen to him now. 

The particular thought of being torn apart by a bunch of razor sharp 
teeth made him sick; it was the reasonable thing he could think of 
that could happen here. What else could they want with him? 

So, while he wasn't entirely cowardly, the part of him that was kept 
him shutting out the sights while he tried to ignore the sounds. 

A thousand snarling voices were filling him head, and it was 
maddening . 

He wanted to ask Toothless what was going on; what was going to 
happen to them and whya€ 1 but at this point he didn't want to risk 
anything. He figured that a huge part of this was his own fault. 



anyway. He could have been satisfied with lying on the ground still 
until his leg healed, but no. It was obviously much easier to put his 
best friend in danger by demanding a ride repeatedly. 

A new kind of sickness overtook him, and it was almost worse than 
that of dreading death. 

A sudden plunge in altitude had him gasping as his head shot up and 
his eyes opened for the first time in almost twenty minutes. Through 
the thick curling clouds large rocks passed as quickly as they 
appeared, some brushing the beasts' bellies and others so high that 
they were maneuvered around. 

His eyes narrowed thoughtfully and he leaned sideways to stare down. 
Water that the rocks 'grew' out of was barely visible along with some 
interesting debris; The most noticeable being an entire Viking ship 
thrown on its side with a hull that looked like it had been torn 
apart by a humongous pair of hands. The once proud colors that had 
painted the ship looked worn down and graya€ 1 defeated along with 
whoever 's souls had been lost there. 

As he saw more and more debris. Hiccup began to wonder. He had heard 
all kinds of stories from his father about the great search for the 
dragon nest. Apparently they believed that it was hidden behind a 
thick cloud hiding dangerous rocks that the dragons could easily 
ambush behind that lived on the corpses of those brave enough to try 
and pass through. 

This seemed to fit that description quite nicely. 

He gulped and felt a shiver pass up his spine in anticipation; what 
his dad would give to be where he was right now. Scoping out the 
direction to the location of the dragon nest. It only made sense 
after hearing all those stories that that was where they were 
headeda€lbut he could only guess. 

He was still afraid but curious now. Even if he died, at least he 
would get to see something that no other human had apparently ever 
seen, right? It only comforted him a little. 

A series of sudden sharp turns had him pressing down into Toothless 
again, but he kept his eyes open this time as the world around him 
began to grow darker; the group of dragons had entered some kind of 
cave, lit dimly by a reddish hue on the other end of the tunnel. 

The hue turned out to be a collection of large fires whose light was 
spread about by the smoke from the various dragons crowding multiple 
niches in the rock. Those flying lowered briefly before swooping into 
an enormous open space, large enough to have fit more than several of 
Hiccup's villages and the land mass surrounding it combined. 

Beasts of all sizes and colors inhabited the space, most of their 
beady eyes on the entering party. Others seemed suddenly meek and 
crept back, heads twisting down. 

In the center of the area there was what appeared to be a humongous 
hole that gaped wide open; the bottom, if there was one, hidden by a 
thick mass of fog. The whole sight was a wonder to behold, but 
dreadful at the same time. 



No shadow of a doubt now; this was the dragon's nest. He was inside 
ita€ 1 probably the first alive human to enter. 

Hiccup straightened up a hair on the saddle, trembling lightly, but 
doing his best to keep it under control; He had to be brave. Like his 
Dad. Mind you his Dad would probably be swinging his axe from side to 
side right about now, lobbing off the heads of anything that dared 
get close and yelling at the top of his lungs, 'Death or Glory! ', but 
that wasn't the point. 

Bravery, as he'd observed, came in many forms. His own version was 
justa€ 1 different . Underdeveloped, maybe. 

And then Toothless landed, feet touching down surprisingly softly on 
the gravel-strewn ground as his wings folded up and in as a pitiful 
attempt to hide the human on his back. Those who had guided them 
there touched down around them, and a few hovered above, prepared for 
an attempt at escape. 

Silence choked the air around them and Hiccup was left to try to 
loosely observe what was going on through shaken eyes and body. What 
now? Wasn't someone supposed to be talking, or wasn't teeth supposed 
to be tearing through flesh? Something, anything, but this intense 
hush. If something bad was going to happen, he'd much rather it 
happen quicklya€ 1 not like this. 

But why was he even here? He had thought for disloyalty on Toothless' 
part, but why would they bother bringing him here? Wouldn't they have 
just killed him first and then brought his friend back? 

With such questions in his head, it stirred his voice back into being 
and he gently leaned forward, _"a€ 1 T-toothless?"_ 

The Night Fury's ears flicked and then pressed down, but that was the 
only indication given that he had heard him. 

"_What ' s going on, bud? What's happen-?"_ 

"_**Quiet, please!" **_Toothless hissed back at him, teeth bared, but 
eyes shining with fear, _**"Don't move, and don't speak, no matter 
what happensa€ 1 please, human. "**_ 

Hiccup pulled back, eyebrows knitting together as he returned his 
gaze forward. He was noticing the gathering attention from the other 
dragons to the hole in the center. Although the tension had never 
been low, it seemed to be growing now somehow. 

Teeth clicked, legs trembled, young dragons hid, and the earth below 
them seemed to be shaking gently, but growing in intensity. 

A bright red Nightmare slid through the crowd surrounding them and 
stood on a ledge jutting a little over the hole. It bowed its head 
and closed its eyes, waiting. 

Then, in a burst of flaming rock and hot dust, a figure erupted out 
of the hole, large enough to blot out half of the light in the area. 
Hiccup's hands dug hard into the saddle, heart suddenly knocking 
desperately against his chest. He felt himself a speck of dust 
compared to this thing and his mouth opened and closed uncontrollably 
as the fabled Red Death towered above them all, hideously large teeth 



sticking crookedly out of its mouth below its narrowed, small 
eyes . 


"_**My Queen! "**_ The Nightmare spoke up with volume, intending to 
catch her attention immediately. 

The head turned, as if in slow motion, towards the speaker, lips 
curling up in an ugly snarl, _**"WHY HAVE YOU DISTURBED ME?" 
**_Despite the sheer great level of sound that boomed out and rang in 
Hiccup's ears, he found himself wondering how it could be so loud and 
yet so soft at the same time. 

Queen, you know that we would never call you here fora€ 1 any 
unimportant reason. We have found something that we believe you would 
like to see."**_As it began to back up, its tail swiveled and pointed 
straight at the surrounded Night Eury. 

The Queen scanned the black dragon with little interest until she 
caught sight of the even smaller figure hunched down on top, mostly 
hidden by a pair of wings. She leaned in, one giant clawed paw 
reaching up and taking hold in a nearby firm chunk of rock, which in 
doing so made the ground give another more violent shake, _**"YOU 
HAVE BROUGHT A HUMAN TO ME." **_She sniffed, pulling back, head 
tilting expectantly to look again at the Nightmare, _**"but HAVE YOU 
BROUGHT ME THE RIGHT ONE?"**_ 

Its head drooped down quickly in a bow, _**"We area€l mostly sure." 
**_A vibrating growl shook them and it realized its mistake, _**"W-we 
have been told that this one speaks like us! Is that not what you 
said it would do?"**_ 

"_**YESa€|" **_Her attention turned back to the boy, _**"HUMAN, IE 
YOU CAN UNDERSTAND US, THEN SPEAK. SAVE YOUR PATHETIC 
LIEE . 

Toothless had told him not to say anything. He kept his eyes on the 
saddle and tried to calm his breathing; he trusted Toothless. If the 
dragon had told him not to speak, then he wouldn't. He doubted he 
could pull the bravery to do it, anyway. 

Hot wind swept over him and he could tell a€" even without looking - 
that she was getting even closer to observe him. He continued to 
focus on breathing, telling himself that he wouldn't looka€lbut some 
strange force was drawing him. 

His head gave a painful jerk sideways and he gasped, eyes suddenly 
burning and vision bleary. It was like his body was moving without 
his own will. Like a choppy machine, he sat up and gazed right into 
the Queen's eyes. She was staring right through him; searching him 
for something. 

But he didn't say anything; His mouth remained firmly sealed. 

She pulled back, another snarl rocketing through the chest cavity of 
every living creature there, _**"THIS CANNOT BE THE ONE I ASKED 
EORa€ 1 YOU HAVE EAILED ME AGAIN." **_With a surprisingly fast and 
sickening snap, the Nightmare vanished from the stone it had been 
perched on, along with a part of the rock itself. But it was not even 
slightly a mouthful for her and she continued to speak without so 
much as a blink, _**"WHO ELSE WAS RESPONSIBLE EOR WASTING MY 



TIMEa€ 1 ?"** 


Toothless was eagerly looked upon by the survivors, and the dragon's 
ears slowly bended down as he was put under the 
spotlight . 

"_**YOUa€ 1 YOU DARE LET IT RIDE YOU?" **_Her voice rose in volume 
briefly, _**"THOSE RUMORS OE YOUR TREACHERY ARE NOT TRUE, ARE 
THEY ? " * * 

"_**N-no, my Queen, I se-serve y-"**_ 

"_**THEN WHY HAVE YOU BROUGHT THIS ORDINARY HUMAN TO ME ON YOUR OWN 
BACK?"**_ 


II **j_j_ii** 

She didn't let him finish, _**"KILL HIM."**_ 

Hiccup yelped as he was abruptly thrown from his friend's back and 
collided with the solid ground. He pulled himself up with shaky arms 
and watched in horror as three larger dragons had set upon Toothless, 
white fangs glittering horribly, "N-no, stop!" 

He could barely see what was going on; everything was moving so 
quickly. Only brief flashes of black showed up as the Night Eury 
attempted to fight back, thrashing furiously, but he was obviously 
fighting a losing battle. Although he was a superior species in many 
ways, it could not change his fate when he was attacked by many at 
once . 

A Deadly Nadder approached and sprang on top of the chaos, one 
powerful leg raising to deliver a blow. 

The boy's heart froze solid in his chest when a gut-wrenching scream 
tore from the fighting dragons and a spray of bright red blood 
spattered against the ground. 

## 

"_Dad, why do they yell before they attack? 

"_Hm?" Stoick twisted in his chair wearily to see his son, "The Night 
Euries ? 


"_Yeaha€ 1 " Hiccup carefully walked back to his father, bowl of 
semi-heated water in his hands with a cloth drifting inside, "If they 
never miss, why do they have to announce that they're gonna 
shoot ? 

_The bowl and cloth were taken and the Chief rubbed the cloth roughly 
over his blackened face, "It's not a scream. Hiccup. All dragons' 
make noises before they spit f lamea€ 1 they ' re charging it, I guess. 
That's the best our ancestors could figure, anyway . 

"_Oh . " The boy sat down nearby and placed his head in his hands, "Can 
dragons yell like us?"_ 

_Stoick gave a snort and dropped the soiled cloth in the water to 
rinse it out, "Aye, they can; but rarely. They're more the silent 



killer type. They scream when they're hurt, or more specif ically , 
when they know they're goin' to die."_ 

"_You've heard a Night Fury do it?"_ 

_He smiled, "No, son. But I promise you that you'd know it if one of 
those devils did it and meant it . 

_##_ 

With the last bit of bravery that he could muster. Hiccup stood and 
yelled at the top of his lungs, _**"STOP ! "**_ 

And everything did. The fight stopped, the Queen stopped, and the 
jeering of the others stopped. The spotlight turned from Toothless to 
the human in seconds, and the excited faces of the beasts were now 
shocked; frozen into place. 

The human had spoken their tongue. 

The Queen recovered the quickest, and snarled softly, _**"S0 YOU DO 
SPEAK OUR LANGUAGE, HUMAN? INTEREST INGa€ 1 "* *_ 

He blinked up at her pleadingly, mouthing, 'please' hopelessly. If 
Toothless died because of him, he wasn't sure if he could live with 
himself, even if he most likely would have been the next to go. The 
thought was too awful to comprehend. 

"_**TELL ME YOUR NAME." **_She commanded. 

He all but choked out, _* * "Hic-cup . " **_He glanced back to where the 
fight had been to see that the main offenders had backed away from 
their would-be kill and were now faithfully listening to their 
leader . 

Toothless was lying on the ground, back faced towards him. 

The most awful part was that there was no way of telling from here 
how bad his injuries were. What if he was dying? Bleeding out? He 
swallowed, trying to keep the starting tears out of his 
eyes . 

"_**SUCH A STRANGE HUMAN NAMEa€ 1 " **_She swayed to look at Toothless, 
_**"IT SEEMS AS THOUGH I WAS WRONG ABOUT YOU; YOU REMAIN EAITHEUL TO 
ME. BUT WHAT OE THE RUMORS OE YOUR D I SLOYALTY ? " * *_ 

A moment passed before the dragon regained his voice and huffed out 
with a quavering voice, _* * "Th-theya€ 1 are falsea€ll ama€l loyal. I 
brought hima€lto you."**_ 

What was almost a smile grew on the Queen's face, _**"YOU HAVE DONE 
WELL... VERY WELL."**_ 


End 
f lie . 



